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SUSANNAH CENTLIVRE. 


From a situation in her Infancy so obscure that no 
traces are left to speak of any instruction she ever re- 
ceived, with penury driving her from one place to ano- 
ther a pensioner upon chance, Sus Ax Nx AH by the help 
of much sprightliness and beauty forced herself into 
three nuptials for her charms, and an admiration of her 


talents, to which the Stage seems in no haste to affix a 
boundary. 


She married as early as sixteen— We hope that was 
her first connection; though her Biographers pick up a 
Cambridge Student by the avay 5ide, and send her in the 
male habit to College with him, where they tell us she 
resided a considerable time.—If she married at sixteen, 
one Should conceive her composed of the inflammable 
materials of the Spanish females, 


A single year compelled her to look abroad ſor a se- 
cond husband; and she soon captivated a gentleman 
whose name was CaR ROL: him she is said to have 
tenderly loved. He, however, lost his life in a duel, 
about a year and a half after their marriage. She was 
driven again upon expedients, and tried the Stage. She 
wrote a Tragedy, called the Perjur'd Husband ; she even 
attempted the profession of an Actress - We learn, how- 
ever, that she was unsuccessful. At length, plenty 
Sought after her in the shapg of Mr. JosE EH CENTLIVRE 
—He was Her Majesty's Cook; and with him she 
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lived happily until the time of her death, on the ist of 
December 1723. | 


| Her Plays are in number nineteen, as follows : wn 
h Perjur'd Husband 1700 Bickerstaffs Burying, N. D. 
1 il . Leve's Contrivances ; ©9004 Marplot „ 5 
10 Beau's Duel — 1703 Perplex d Lovers 1712 
[it Stolen Heiress — 1703 Wonder 8 1713 
{| | Gamester — 1705 Gotham Election 1715 
| | | Basset Table — 17066 Wife Well Managed 1715 
| Lowe at a Venture © 1706 Cruel Gift — 1717 
| Platonic Lady — 1707 Bold Stroke for a Wife 1718 
þ Busy Body — 179 Artifice — 5 
| Fl Man's Bewwitch'd 1710 
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THE BUSY BODY. 


Mus. CenTLIvRE, after the taste of Mrs. APHRABEHN, 
was a Writer of that Comedy, which may be termed the 


Intriguing Drama—built upon chance-medley and situation, 


mistakes, closets, veils, balconies, old guardians, and young 
profligates, with a set of ladies who seem bound by no 
other laws than their inclinations. 


I know, positively, no one of her plays which, morally | 
Speaking, may not do mischief; but they have bustle, they 


have business, and carrying the commercial passion with 


them into their amusements, the English love that their 
drama should be crowded with characler, and that its per- 
sonages should be all people in plentiful business. 


What may, when ker outset in life is considered, be 
deemed surprising, is, that her Comedies all evidence very 
forcibly for her acquirements in learning—her assiduity 
must have augmented with her years, 


„% Vires acquirit eundo.“ 


For the modern languages were obviously her own; and 
of Latin she seems to have had more than to females is 
usually given, even where the education has been regular. 
| ; 
She was assuredly an illustrious female Author—But 
the literary Lapigs of our own times dim all preceding 
claims to the rank of Dramatic Writers—Mrs. CowIE, 
Miss LEE, and the Novel dramatist BURNEY. 


PROLOGUE. 


— —— — — —ͤ—ñ— 
0 
— — — — — 


THO? modern prophets avere epos d of late 

T he Author could not prophesy her fate ; 

F avith such scenes an audience had been rd 

T he poet must have really been inspir' d. 

But these, alas] are melancholy days 

For modern prophets and for modern plays * 

Pet since prophetich lies please fools o“ fashion, 

And women are 50 fond of agitation, 

To men of sense I'll prophesy anew, 

And tell you wondrous things that will prove true. 
% Undaunted CoPnels will to camps repair, 

& Arur'd there'll be no shirmishes this year; 

On our own terms will flow the wish*d-for peace, 
All wars except *twixt man and wife will cease ; 
The grand Monarque may wish his gon a throne, 
But hardly will advance to lose his own.” 

This season most things bear a smiling face, 

But play*rs in summer have a dismal case, 

Since your appearance only is our act of grace. 

Court ladies will to country seats begone, 

My lord can't all the year live great in town ; 
Where wanting operas, basset, and a play, 

T hey'll sigh and stich a gown to pass the time away * ” 
Gay city wives at Tunbridge will appear, | 4 
I hose husbands long have labour'd for an heir, 
Where many a courtier may their wants relieve, 
But by the waters only they concetve : 

The Flet-street sempstress — toast of Temple sparks, 
_ That runs spruce neckclaths for attornies* clerks, 
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At Cupid's gardens will her hours regale, 


And none but women-haters damn this play, 


PROLOGUE. 


— 


Sing fair Dorinda, and drink bottled ale 

At all assemblies rakes are up and down, © 

And gamesters evhere they think they are not known, 
Should I denounce our author's fate to-day, 


To cry down prophecies you'd damn the play : 


Tet whims like these have sometimes made you laugh ; 
*Tis tattling all like Icaac Bickerstaff. e 

Since war and places claim the bards that write, 
Be kind, and bear a woman's treat to-night; 
Let your indulgence all her fears allay, | 
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Dramatis Personat. 


—— 


DRURT.- LANE. 


Sir Gxox ck AIR, a gentleman of four thousand a 
year, in love with Miranda = = = = = = = 

Sir FRanc1s GRIP E, guardian to Miranda and Mar- 
plot, father to Charles, in love awith Miranda - < 

CharLes, friend to Sir George, in love with Tsabinda, 


Sir JEALous TRAFFICK, a merchant that bad lived 


some time in Spain, father to Isabindæa = = = 
MaryLoT, a sort of silly fellow, cowardly, but very 

inquisitive to know every body's business = = = = 
WHISPER, Servant to Charles = - - - - = = 


MirANDA, an heiress, worth thirty thousand pounds, 
really in love with Sir George, but pretends to be so 
with ber guardian, Sir Francis = = = = = = 
IsaB1NDA, daughter to Sir Fealous, in love with Charles 
but designed for a Spanish merchant by ber father - 
PATCH, ber woman - = = - = =- = = - = 
SCENTWELL, wwoman to Miranda = = = < = = 


FD Men. 
Mr. Palmer. 


Mr. Parsons. 
Mr. Barrymore. 


Mr. Baddeley. 


Mr. King. 
Mr. Burton. 


Wemen. 
Miss Farren. 
Miss Wheeler. 


Miss Pope. 
Miss Tidswell. 


* 


COVENT=- GARDEN. 


Sir GRORGE AIR, 4 gentleman of four thousand a 
ear, in love with Miranda = = = = < < « 
Sir FRAN. GRIPE, aaa to Miranda and Mar- 


plot, father to Charles, in love with Miranda 


CHARLES, friend to Sir George, in love with Isabinda 
Sir JEALous TRAFFICK, 4 merchant that bad lived 
some time in Spain, father to Trabinda = = = = <= 


MarPLoT, a sort of silly fellow, cowardly, but very 


inqusitive to know every body's business = = = = 
WHISPER, Servant to Charles = = = = = = = 


MirANDA, an beiress, worth thirty thousand pounds, 
really in love with Sir George, but pretends to be $0 
with her guardian, Sir Francis - = < = = = 

Is ABINDA, daughter to Sir Fealous, in love with Charles 
but N rap for a Spanisb merchant by ber father = 

PATCH, ber wvoman. -. = oo ot nw 

ScENTWELL, woman to Miranaa = - = - = = 


—— 


Men. 
Mr. Holman. 


Mr. Munden. 
Mr. Macready. 


Mr. Thompson. 


Mr. Lewis. | 
Mr. Bernard. 


| Women. 
Mrs. Pope. 
Mrs. Mountain; 


Mrs. Harlowe. 
Mrs. Platt. 


|| 
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THE BUSY BODY. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


— A Ie ee 


| The Park, Sir Georxct Airy meeting CHARLES. 


| Charles. 
Ha? Sir George Airy a birding thus early! what forbidden 


game rous'd you so soon? for no lawful occasion could invite 


a person of your figure abroad, at such unfashionable hours. 
Sir Geo. There are some men, Charles, whom fortune has 
left free from inquietudes, who are diligently studious to find 
out ways and means to make themselves uneasy. = 
Cha. Is it possible that any thing in nature can ruffle the 


temper of a man whom the four seasons of the year compli- 


ment with as many thousand pounds, nay, and a father at 
rest with his ancestors? 0 - 
Sir Geo. Why, there it is now! a man that wants money 
thinks none can be unhappy that has it ; but my affairs are 


in such a whimsical posture, that it will require a calculation 


of my nativity to find if my gold will relieve me or not. 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha! never consult the stars about that; gold 
has a power beyond them, “ gold unlocks the midnight 
*© councils; gold outdoes the wind, becalms the ship, or fills 


* her sails; gold is omnipetent below; it makes whole ar- 
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« mies fight or fly; it buys even souls, and bribes wretches 
„ to betray their country:“ then what can thy business be 

that gold won't serve thee in? 

Sir Geo. Why, Pm in love. 

Cha. In love! — Ha, ha, ha! in love \——Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
with what, pr'ythee? a cherubine? 
Sir Geo. No, with a woman. 
Cha. A woman! gone. Ha, ha, ha, ha! and gold not 
help thee? 

Sir Geo. But suppose I'm in love with two 

Cha. Ay, if thou'rt in love with two hundred, gold will 
fetch *em, I warrant thee, boy. But who are they? who are 
they? come. | 

Sir Geo. One is a lady, whos face I never saw, but witty 
to a miracle; the other, beautiful as Venus 

Cha. And a fool 

Sir Geo. For aught I know, for I never spoke to her; but 
you can inform me. I am charm'd by the wit of the one, 
and die for the beauty of the other. 

Cha. And pray, which are you in quest of 1 now? 

Sir Geo. I prefer the sensual pleasure; I'm for her Pave 
Seen, who is thy father's ward, Miranda. 40 


Cha. Nay, then I pity you; for the Jew my father will no 


more part with her and thirty thousand pounds, than he 
would with a guinea to keep me from starving. 

Sir Geo. Now you see gold can't do every thing, Charles. 

Cha. Ves, for *tis her ou that bars my father” s gate 
against you. | 

Sir Geo. Why, if he be this avaricious wretch, how cam'st 
thou by such a liberal education? 

Cha. Not a souse out of his pocket, I assure you: I had 
an uncle who defray'd that charge; but for some little wild- 


nesses of youth, though he made me his heir, left dad my 
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3 guardian till I came to years of discretion, which I presume 
the old gentleman will never think I am; and now he has 
got the estate into his clutches, it does me no more good 
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; than if it lay in Prester John's dominions. 


Sir Geo. What, can'st thou find no stratagem to redeem it ? 
Ca. I have made many essays to no purpose; though 
want, the mistress of invention, still tempts me on, yet still 
the old fox is too cunning for me.—I am upon my last pro- 


ö jet, which if it fails, then for last refuse 1 brown 


musquet. 

Sir Geo. What is't? can J assist thee ? 

Cha. Not yet; when you can I have confidence enough in 
you to ask it. 

Sir Geo. I am always ready. But what does he intend t to 
do with Miranda? is she to be sold in private, or will he put 
her up by way of auction, at who bids most? if so, egad 
I'm for him; my gold, as you say, shall be subservient to 
my pleasure. 69 

Cha. To deal ingenuously with you, sir ir George, 1 know 
very little of her, or home; for since my uncle's death, and 
my return from travel, I have never been well with my fa- 
ther; he thinks my expences too great, and J his allowance 
too little; he never sees me but he quarrels, and to avoid 
that I shun his house as much as possible. The report is he 
intends to marry her himself. 5 

Sir Geo. Can she consent to it? 

Cha. Yes faith, so they say: but I tell you I am wholly 
ignorant of the matter. Miranda and I are like two 
« violent members of a contrary party; I can scarce allow 
« her beauty, though all the world does, nor she me civility 
“ for that contempt.” I fancy she plays the mother-in-law 
already, and sets the old gentleman on to do mischief. 

Sir Geo, Then I have your free consent to get her? 


— Er en Tr 
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Cha. Ay, and my helping hand if occasion be. 
Sir Geo. Poh! yonder's a fool coming this way, let's avoid 
him. BO 


Cha. What, Marplot ? No, no, he's my instrument ; 
there's a thousand conveniencies in him; he'il lend me his 


money when he has any, run of my errands, and be proud 


on it; in short, he'll pimp for me, lie for me, drink for me, 
do any thing but fight for me, and that I trust to my own 


arm for. 
Sir Ges. Nay, then he's to be endured; I never knew his 


qualifications before. 


Enter Ma RP LOT with a patch cross his face. 


Mar. Dear Charles, your's —Ha! Sir George Airy! the 
man in the world I have an ambition to be known to! | Asiae ] 


Give me thy hand, dear boy. 


Cha. A good assurance! But hark ye, how came your 
beautiful countenance clouded in the wrong place ? 100 


Mar. I must confess *tis a little aal propos; but no mat- 


ter for that. A word with you, Charles. Pr'ythee introduce 


me to sir George—he is a man of wit, and I'd give ten 


guineas to— _ 
Cha. When you have 'em, you mean. 


Mar. Ay, when I have 'em; pugh, pox, you cut the thread 


of my discourse —— I would give ten guineas I say to be 
rank'd in his acquaintance. * Well, 'tis a vast addition to 
« a man's fortune, according to the rout of the world, to be 
Seen in the company of leading men, for then we are all 
thought to be politicians, or whigs, or jacks, or highflyers, 
or lowflyers, or levellers—and so forth; for you must 
« know we all herd in parties now. | 

« Cha, Then a fool for diversion is out of fashion I find. 


cc 
cc 


1 RR r 
F et, oe 


R 


1 
929 
77 
3 
2 

by 
© 
9 
wy 
4 
IX 
be 
LY; 

© 
* . 
: "5 
3 
$5] 
WP] 
| Þ 
oa» 


8 


AZ T. | THE BUSY BODY. 13 


Mar. © Yes, without it be a mimicking fool, and they 
« are darlings every where.” But pr'ythee introduce me. 

Cha. Well, on condition you'll give us a true account how 
you came by that mourning nose, I will. | 

Mar. I'll do it. 

Cha. Sir George, here's a gentleman } has a passionate de- 
Sire to kiss your hand. 121 


Sir Geo. Oh, I honour men of the word! and I presume 


this gentleman is lately come from Spain or Tortuga 


his scars. 
Mar. No, really, sir George, mine sprung from civil fury. 


Happening last night into the groom porter's I had a strong 


inclination to go ten guineas with a sort of a, sort of a— 
kind of a milksop, as I thought. A pox of the dice; he 


flung out, and my pockets being empty, as Charles knows 
they often are, he proved a surly North Briton, and broke 


my face for my deficiency. 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha! and did not you draw ? * 

Mar. Draw, sir! why I did but lay my hand upon my 
sword to make a swift retreat, and he roar'd out, Now the 


deel a ma sal, sir, gin ye touch yer steel Ise whip mine thro? 


yer wem. 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! 

_ Cha. Ha, ha, ha, ha! Safe was the word. 80 you walk'd 
off I suppose. 

Mar. Yes, for I avoid fighting, purely to be rel to 
my friends you know— | 141 

Sir Geo. Your friends are much obliged to you, x sir: I hope 
you'll rank me in that number. 


Mar. Sir George, a bow from the side-box, or to be seen 
in your chariot, binds me ever your's. 


Sir Geo, Trifles; you may command 'em when you please. 
Cha. Provided he may command you. 
A 
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Mar. Me! why I live for no other purpose——Sir George, 
I have the honour to be caress'd by most of the reigning 
toasts of the town: I'll tell 'em you are the finest gen- 
tleman— 
Sir Geo. No, no, pr' 'ythee let me alone to tell the ladies 
my parts Can you convey a letter upon occasion, or deliver 
a message with an air of business, ha? 
Mar. With the assurance of a page, and the gravity of a 
statesman. 

Sir Geo. Vou know Miranda. 

Mar. What! my sister ward? why her guardian is mine; 
we are fellow sufferers. Ah, he is a covetous, cheating, 
sanctified curmudgeon: that sir Francis Gripe is a damn'd 
old hy pocritical 161 


Cha. Hold, hold; I suppose, friend, you t that he is 
my father. 
Mar. E gad and $0 I did, Charles=—I ask your pardon, 
Charles, but it is for your sake I hate him. Well, I say the 
world is mistaken in him; his outside piety makes him every 
man's executor, and his inside cunning makes him every 
heir's gaoler. Egad, Charles, I'm half persuaded that thou'rt 
some ward too, and never of his getting—for never were two 
things so unlike as you and your father; he scrapes up every thing 
and thou spend st every thing; every body is indebted to bim, and 
thou art indebied to every body. 

Cha. You are very free, Mr. Marplot. 

Mar. Ay, I give and take, Charles—you may be as free cath 
me you know. 

Sir Geo. A pleasant fellow. | 
Cha. The dog is diverting sometimes, or there would be 
no enduring his impertinence. He is pressing to be em- 
ployed, and willing to execute ; but some ill fate generally 
attends all he undertakes, and he oftener spoils an intrigue 
than helps it. | 181 


2 Ie: 1 4 1 domes 
- . Ty FR a” TIE 45; 8 : 1 


Aa J. THE-BUSY BODY. 15 


Mar. I have always your good word, But if 1 miscarry *tis 
none of my fault; I follow my instructions. 


Cha. Ves, witness the merchant's wife. 

Mar. Pish, pox! that was an accident. 

Sir Geo. What was it, pr'ythee? ; | 

Mar. Nay, Charles, now don't expose your friend, 

Cha. Why, you must know I had lent a certain merchant 
my hunting horses, and was to have met his wife in his ab- 
Sence. Sending him along with my groom to make the com- 
pliment, and to deliver a letter to the lady at the same time, 
what does he do but gives the husband the Jeter, and ers 
her the horses! 

Mar. Why, to be sure, I did offer her the horses, and I re- 


member you was even with me, for you deny'd the letter to 


be your's, and swore I had a design upon her, which my 
bones paid for. 

Cha. Come, sir George, let's walk round, if you are not 
engag*d, for I have sent my man upon a little earnest busi- 
ness, and I have ordered him to bring: me the answer into 
the Park. | 201 

Mar. Business! and I not know it! Egad I'll watch him. 


Sir Geo. I must beg your pardon, Charles, I am to meet 
your father. | 

Cha. My father ! 

Sir Geo. Ay, and about the oddest bargain, perhaps, you 
ever heard of; but I'll not impart ?till I know the success. 

Mar. Whar can his business be with sir Francis? Now 


would I give all the world to know it. Why the devil should 
not one know every man's concerns! I Aside. 


Cha. Prosperity to't, whate'er it be: I have private affairs 
too: over a bottle we'll compare notes. 

Mar. Charles knows I love a glass as well as any man; 
Pl make one; shall it be — Add, 1 long to know 
their eres. Aide. 


e ww 
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Enter WHISPER. 


Whisp. Sir, sir, Mrs. Patch says Isabinda's Spanish fa- 


ther has quite spoil'd the plot, and she cann't meet you in 
the Park, but he infallibly will go out this afternoon she 
says: but I must step again to know the hour. 


Mar. What did Whisper say now? I shall go stark mad if 
I[LAide. 


I'm not let into the secret. 
Cha. Curst misfortune ! 
Mar. Curst! whats curst, Charles? 


| Cha. Come along with me, my heart feels pleasure at her 
name. Sir George, your” S3 we'll meet at the old place the 


usual hour. 


Sir Geo. Agreed. I think 1 see sir Francis yonder. [Exiz. | 


Cha. Marplot, you must excuse me; I am engag'd. 


[ Exit, 
Mar. Engag'd! Egad PI engage my life II know what 
your engagement is. [ Exit, 


Miran. ¶ Coming out of a chair.] Let the chair wait. My 


Servant that dogg'd sir George said he was in the Park. 
Enter Par cn. 


Ha! miss Patch alone! did not you tell me you 1 had con- 


trived a way to bring Isabinda to the Parx? 
Patch. Oh, madam, your ladyship cann't imagine what a 
wretched disappointment we have met with! Just as I had 


fetch'd a suit of my clothes for a disguise, comes my old 
master into his closet, which is right against her chamber 
door: this struck us into a terrible fright—at length I put 
on a grave face, and ask'd him if he was at leisure for his 
chocolate? in hopes to draw him out of his hole; but he 


snapp'd my nose off: No, I shall be busy here these two 


hours.” At which, my poor mistress seeing no way of 
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escape, ordered me to wait on your ladyship with the sad 
relation. . 

Miran. Unhappy Isabinda! was ever any thing so unac- 


countable as the humour of sir Jealous Traffick ? 


Patch. Oh, madam, it's his living so long in Spain; he 
vows he'll spend half his estate but he'll be a parliament- 
man, on purpose to bring in a bill for women to wear veils, 
and other odious Spanish customs—He swears it is the height 
of impudence to have a woman seen barefac'd even at church, 


and scarce believes there's a true begotten child in the city. 


Miran. Ha, ha, ha! how the old fool torments himself! 
Suppose he could introduce his rigid rules—does he think 
we could not match them in contrivance? No, no; let the 


tyrant man make what laws he will, if there's a woman un- 
der the government, I warrant she finds a way to break *em. 


Is his mind set upon the Spaniard for his son-in-law still? 
Patch. Ay, and he expects him by the next fleet, which 


drives his daughter to melancholy and despair. But, ma- 


dam, I find you retain the same gay cheerful spirit you had 
when I waited on your ladyship. My lady is mighty good- 
humour'd too, and I have found a way to make 'sir Jealous 
believe I am wholly in his interest, when my real design is 
to serve her: he makes me her gaoler, a and 1 set her at 5 
liberty. | 
Miran. I knew thy prolifick brain would S of singular i 


service to her, or I had not parted with thee to her father. 


Patch. But, madam, the report is that 1 are going to 
marry your guardian. 271 
Miran. It is necessary such a report should be, Patch. 
Patch. But is it true, madam ? 
Miran. That's not absolutely necessary. 
Patch. I thought it was only the old strain, coaxing him 
still for your own, and railling at all the young fellows about 
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town: in my mind now you are as ill plagu'd with your 
guardian, madam, as my lady is with her father. 

Miran. No, I have liberty, wench; that she wants; what 
would she give now to be in this dishabille in the open air, 
nay more, in pursuit of the young fellow she likes? for that's 
my case I assure you. 

Patch. As for that, madam, she's even with you; for tho' 


she cann't come abroad, we have a way to bring him home in 


spite of old Argus. 
Miran. Now, Patch, your opinion of my choice, for here 


he comes. Hal my guardian with him! what can be the 


meaning of this? Pm sure sir Francis cann't know me in 
this dress. Let's observe em. [ T hey withdraws 


Enter Sir FRancis GRIPE ond Sir GrorGE AIRY, 


Sir Fran, Verily, Sir George, thou wilt repent throwing 


away thy money 50, for I tell thee sincerely, Miranda, my 


charge, does not like a young fellow! they are all vicious, 
and seldom make good husbands : in sober sadness she can- 
not abide 'em. 

Miran. [ Peeping.) In sober sadness you are mistaken.— 
What can this mean? 


Sir Geo. Look ye, sir Francis, whether she can or cannot 


abide young fellows is not the business: : will you take the 
fifty guineas ? 299 
Sir Fran. In good truth I will 3 I knew thy father, 
he was a hearty wary man, and I cannot consent that his son 
Should squander away what he sav'd to no purpose. 

Miran. ¶ Pecping.] Now, in the name of wonder, what bar- 
gain can he be driving about me for fifty guineas ? 

Patch, I wish it ben't for the first night's lodging, madam. 

Sir Geo. Well, sir Francis, since you are $0 conscientious 
for my father's sake, then permit me the favour gratis. 
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Miran. | Peeping.] The favour! O' my life, I believe it is as 


you said, Patch. 
Sir Fran. No, verily; if thou dost not buy thy experience, 


thou wilt never be wise; therefore, give me a hundred, and 


try thy fortune. 


Sir Geo, The scruples arose, I find, from the Scanty sum. 
Let me see—a hundred guineas—| T akes em out of a purse and 
chinks *em.] Ha! they have a very pretty sound, and a very 
pleasing look—But then, Miranda—but if she should be 
so cruel—— | 

Miran. | Peeping. As ten to one I shall- 
Sir Fran. Ay, do, consider on't. He, he, he! | 

Sir Geo. No, I'll do't. 320 
Patch. Do't! what, whether you will or no, madam > ; 

Sir Geo. Come, to the point here's the gold; sum * the 

conditions 


[Sir Fran. pulling out a paper.] 
Miran. | Peeping.] Ay, for Heaven's sake do, for wy Ts 
tation is on the rack. 
| Sir Fran. Well, at your peril be it. 


Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 
Sir Fran. Imprimis, you are to be admitted into my house 


in order to move your suit to Miranda, for the space of ten 
minutes, without let or molestation, provided I remain in the 
Same room. oy 
Sir Geo. But out of earshot. 
Sir Fran, Well, well, I don't desire to hear what you 8 Say; 
ha, ha, ha! in consideration I am to have that purse and a 
hundred guineas. V 
Sir Geo. Take it [ Gives him the purse. 
Miran. [ Peeping.) So, 'tis well it's no worse: I'll fit you 
both —— , 
Sir Geo. And this agreement is to be . to-day. 
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Sir Fran. Ay, ay; the sooner the better. Poor fool! how 


Miranda and I shall laugh at him Well, sir George, ha, 


ha, ha! take the last sound of your guineas, ha, ha, ha! 


[Chinks em. | Ws A 


Miran. | Peeping. ] Sure he does not know I am Miranda. 
Sir Geo. A very extraordinary bargain I have made truly; 
if she should be really in love with this old cuff now—Psha ! 


that's morally impossible. But then, what hopes have I to 


Succeed ? I never spoke to her 
Miran. [ Peeping.] Say you so? then I am safe. 
Sir Geo. What tho? my tongue never spoke? my eyes said 
a thousand things, and my hopes flatter'd me her's answer'd 


dem. If I'm lucky —if not, it is but a hundred guineas 


thrown away. [Miranda and Patch come forward. 
Miran. Upon what, sir George? 
Sir Geo. Ha! my incognita—upon a woman, madam. 
Miran. They are the worst things you can deal in, and 
damage the soonest ; your very breath destroys 'em, and I 


fear you'll never see your return, sir George, ha, ha! 


Sir Geo. Were they more brittle than china, and dropped 
to pieces with a touch, every atom of her I have ventur'd at, 
if she is but mistress of thy wit, ballances ten times the sum. 


Pr'ythee, let me see thy face. 361 


Miran. By no means; that may spoil your opinion of my 
sense- . 

Sir Geo. Rather confirm it, madam. 

Patch. So rob the lady of your gallantry, sir. 

Sir Geo. No child, a dish of chocolate in the morning never 


Spoils my dinner: the other lady I design a set meal; so 
there's no danger. 


Miran. Matrimony ! ha, ha, ha! what crimes have you 


committed against the god of Love, that he should revenge 


'em so severely, to stamp husband on your forehead? 


T3 
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Sir Geo. For my folly, in having so often met you here 
without pursuing the laws of Nature and exercising her com- 


mand But I resolve ere we part now to know who you are, 


where you live, what kind of flesh and blood your face is; 
therefore unmask, and don't put me to the trouble of doing : 
it for you. 

Miran. My face 1s the same flesh and blood with my hand, 
sir George, which if you'll be so rude to provoke—— 379 

Ser Geo. You'll apply it to my cheek—the ladies“ favours 
are always welcome, but I must have that cloud withdrawn. 
[Taking hold of her.] Remember you are in the Park, child; 
and what a terrible thing would it be to lose this pretty white 
hand ? | 

Miran. And how will it sound in a chocolate hows that s Sir 
George Airy rudely pulled off a lady's mask, when he had 
given her his honour that he never would, directly or indi- 
realy, endeavour to know her till she gave him leave? 

« Patch, I wish we were safe out.“ 51 2 

Sir Geo. But if that lady thinks fit to pursue and meet me 
at every turn, like some troubled spirit, shall I be blam'd if 1 
inquire into the reality ? 1 would have nothing dissatisfied in 


a female shape. 


Miran. What shall I do? [ Pauses. 
Sir Geo. Ay, pr'ythee consider, for thou shalt find me very 


much at thy service. 


Patch. Suppose, sir, the lady should be in love with you? ? 

Sir Geo. Oh! I'll return the obligation in a moment, 

Patch. And marry her? 

Sir Geo, Ha, ha, ha! that's not the way to love her, child. 

Miran. If he discovers me I shall die——Which way shall 
I escape ?——let me see. 1 [ Pauses. 
Sir Geo. Well, madam 

Miran. IJ have it——sir George, *tis fit you should allow 

5 | 
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something; if you'll excuse my face, and turn your back, (if 
you look upon me J shall sink, even mask'd as I am) I will 
confess why I have engag'd you so often, who I am, and 
where I live. | 

Sir Geo. Well, to shew you Pm a man of honour, I accept 
the conditions: let me but once know W 1 and the face 
won't be long a secret to me. 


Patch. What mean you, madam : 
Miran. To get off. 


Sir Geo. Tis something indecent to turn one's back upon 


a lady; but you command and 1 obey. [Turns his back.)— 
Come, madam, begin | 


Miran, First, then, it was my 1 lot to see you at 


Paris ¶ Draaus back a little wvay, and peaks.) at a ball upon a 


birthday; your shape and air charm'd my eyes, your wit and 
complaisance my soul, and from that fatal night Ilov'd you. 
[ Dr@&wing batt. 


And when you J A the place grief geix' d me 59, 421 


Mor rest my heart nor sleep my eyes could know, / 
Last I resolv'd a hazardous point to try, 


And quit the place in search of liberty. | [Exit. 


Sir Geo. Excellent—I hope she's handsome—Well, now 
madam, to the two other things, your name, and where you 
live I am a gentleman, and this confession will not be 


lost upon me—Nay, pr'ythee don't weep, but go on, for I 


find my heart melts in thy behalf—Speak quickly, or I shall 
turn about——Not yet—Poor lady! she expects I should 
comfort her, and to do her justice she has said enough to en- 
courage me. [Turns about.] Ha! gone! the devil! jilted! 
Why, what a tale has she invented—of Parts, balls, and birth- 
days —Egad I'd give ten guineas to know who the gipsy is 
—A curse of my folly—I deserve to lose her. What woman 
can forgive a man that turns his back 
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The bold and resolute in love and war_ 

To conquer take the right and swiftest way 3 

The boldest lover Soonest gains the fair, | | 
As courage makes the rudest force obey ? 440 
Tale no denial and the dames adore Je 3. CEL 
Closely pursue them and they fall before ye. 


* 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


ä : 


Enter Sir FRAN CIS GRIPE and MIRANDA, 


Sir Francis. 


Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Miran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! Oh, I shall die with 


laughing— the most romantick adventure — Ha, ha, ha! 
What does the odious young fop mean ? A hundred pieces 
to talk ten minutes with me! ha, ha, ha, ha i. 

Sir Fran. And I am to be by too, there's the jest: adad if 


it had been i in private I should not have cared to trust the 
young dog. 


Miran. Indeed and indeed but you might, Ded -e i 
methinks there's nobody handsomer than you: so neat, so 
clean, so good-humoured, and so loving 3 11 

Sir Fran. Pretty rogue, pretty rogue! and so thou shalt 
find me, if thou dost prefer thy gardy before these caperers 
of the age: thou shalt outshine the queen's box on an opera 
night: thou shalt be the envy of the ring, (for I will carry 
thee to Hyde-Park) and thy equipage shall surpass * 
what d'ye call'em ambassador's. 

Miran. Nay, I am sure the discreet part of my sex will 
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envy me more for the inside furniture, when you are in it, 
than my outside equipage. 


Sir Fran, A cunning baggage i'faith thou art, and a wise 
one too! and to shew thee that thou hast not chose amiss, 


il this moment disinherit my 500, and settle my whole estate 
upon thee. 


Miran. There's an old rogue now. Aude. ] No, gardy, I 
would not have your name be so black in the world Vou know 
my father's will runs that I am not to possess my estate, 


without your consent, “till I am five-and- twenty; vou shall 
only abate the odd seven years, and make me mistress of my 
estate to-day, and Þ'll mans you master of my person to- 


morrow. 41 
Sir Fran. Humph! that may not be a No, chargy, I'll 


Settle it upon thee for pin-money, and that will be every bit 
as well thou know'st. 

Miran. Unconscionable old wretch ! bribe me with my 
own money —Which way shall I get out of his hands! 


[ 4side. 
Sir Fran. Well, what art thou thinking on my girl, f 


how to banter sir Gorge! 


Miran. I must not pretend to banter; he knows my tongue 


too well. [ Auide.] No, gardy, IJ have thought of a way will 
confound him more than all 1 could say, if I should talk to 


him seven years. 


Sir Fran. How's that? oh! I'm transported, L m W 
I'm mad 

Miran. It would make you mad if you knew all. [Avide. ] 

PII not answer him a word, but be dumb to all he says. 
Sir Fran. Dumb! good; ha, ha, ha! Excellent! ha, ha, 

ha, ha ! I think I have you now, sir George. Dumb! he'll 

go distracted well, she's the wittiest rogue. — Ha, ha, dumb! 

I cann't but laugh, ha, ha! to think how damn'd mad he'll 
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be when he finds he has given his money away for a dumb 


Show ; ha, ha, ha! 
Miran. Nay, gardy, if he did but know my Hon: of 


him it would make him ten times madder ; ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
Sir Fran. Ay, so it would, chargy, to hold him in such 
derision, to scorn to answer him, to be dumb! ha, ha, ha! 


Enter CHARLES, 


Sir Fran. How now, sirrah ! who let you in? 
Cha. My necessities, sir. 

Sir Fran. Your necessities are very impertinent, and ought 
to have sent before they enter'd. 60 

Cha. Sir, I knew 'twas a word would gain admittane e no 
where. 

Sir Fran. Then, 3 how durst you rudely thrust that 
upon your father, which nobody else would admit ? 

Cha. Sure the name of a son is a Sufficient plea. I ask 
this lady's pardon, if I have intruded. | 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, ask her pardon, and her blessing too, if 

you expect any thing from me. 

Miran. I believe your's, sir Francis, in a purse of gui- 
neas, would be more material. Vour son may have business 
with you; I'll retire. . 

Sir Fran. 1 guess his business, but I'll dispatch him ; I 
expect the knight every minute : you'll be in readiness ? 

Miran. Certainly ; my expectation is more upon the wing 
than yours, old gentleman. [ Exit. 

Sir Fran, Well, sir. 
Cha. Nay, it is very ill, sir; my circumstances are, I'm 


Sure. » 
Sir Fran. And what's that to me, sir! your management 


should have made 'em better, 80 


43 II. 


Cha. If you please to entrust me with the management of 
my estate, I shall endeavour it, sir. 
Sir Fran, What, to set upon a card, and buy a lady's fa- 
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vour at the price of a thousand pieces, to rig out an equipage 
for a wench, or by your carelessness to enrich your steward, 


to fine for sheriff, or put up for parliament-man ? 

Cha. I hope I should not spend it this way: however I 
ask only for what my uncle left me; yours you may dispose 
of as you please, sir. . 89 
Sir Fran. That I shall, out of your reach, 1 assure you, 

sir. Adad, these young fellows think old men get estates for 
nothing but them to squander away, in dicing, wenching, 
drinking, dressing, and so forth. 

Cha. I think I was born a gentleman, sir, I'm sure my 
uncle bred me like one. 

Sir Fran. From which you would infer, sir, that 3 
whoring, and the pox, are requisites for a gentleman. 

Cha. Monstrous! when I would ask him only for a sup- 
port, he falls into these unmannerly reproaches. I must, 
tho' against my will, employ invention, and by stratagem re- 
lieve myself. [ Aide, 

Sir Fran. Sirrah, what is it you mutter, Sirrah ? ha! | Holds 
up his cane.) 1 say you sha'n't have a groat out of my hands 
till I please—— and may be I' never please; and what's 
that to you? 105 

Cha. Nay, to be robb'd, or have one's throat cut, is not 
much | 

Sir Fran, What's that, dale would you rob me or cut 

my throat, ye rogue? 

Cha. Heaven forbid, sir ] said no such thing. 

Sir Fran. Mercy on me! what a plague it is to have a son 


of one-and-twenty, who wants to elbow one out of one's life 
to edge himself into the estate ! 
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Emer MaRrPLOT. 


Mar. FEgad he's wat was afraid 1 had lost im: his 
secret could not be with his father; his wants are public 
there.—guardian, your servant—O Charles, are you there? I 
know by that sorrowful countenance of thine the old man's 
fist is as close as his strong box But Þ ll help thee. 

Sir Fran. So! here's another extravagant coxcomb that 
will spend his fortune before he comes to't, but he shall pay 
swinging interest, and so let the fool go on,—Well, whats 
does necessity bring you too, sir! 

Mar. You have hit it, guardian—T want a hundred 
pounds. 

Sir Fran, For what ? 

Mar. Pogh! for a hundred things; I cann 't for my 7 life 


tell you for what. 
Cha. Sir, I suppose I have received all the answer I am like 


to have. 
Mar. Oh the devil! if he 5 out before me, I shall lose 
him again. 131 
Sir Fran. Ay, sir, and you may be marching as soon as 
you please —1 must sce a change in your temper, ere you 
find one in mine. 
Mar, Pray, sir, dispatch me; the e sir; Im in 
mighty haste. 
Sir Fran. Fool, take this, and go to the cashier. I Sha'n't 


be long plagu'd with thee. wy [ Gives him à note. 
Mar. Devil take the cashier! I shall certainly have Charles 
gone before I come back. | [ Runs out, 


_ Cha. Well, sir, I take my leave—but remember you ex- 
pose an only son to all the miseries of a wretched poverty, 
which too often lays the plan for scenes of mischief. 
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Sir Fran. Stay, Charles! I have a sudden thought come 
into my head may prove to thy advantage. 

Cha. Ha ! does he relent ? 

Sir Fran. My lady Wrinkle, worth forty coca pounds, 
sets up for a handsome young husband; she prais'd thee 
t'other day; tho' the matchmakers can get twenty guineas 
for a sight of her I can introduce thee for nothing. 150 
Cba. My lady Wrinkle, sir! why she has but one eye. 

Sir Fran. Then she'll see but half your extravagance, sir. 


Cha. Condemn me to such a piece of de:ormity: a tooth- 


less, dirty, wry-neck'd, hunch-back'd hag ! 

Sir Fran. Hunch-back'd ! so much the better! then she 
has a rest for her misfortunes, for thou wilt load her 
Swingingly. Now, I warrant, you think this is no offer of a 
father; forty thousand pounds 1 is nothing with you. 

Cha. Yes, sir, I think it is too much; a young beautiful 
woman with half the money would be more agreeable. I 
thank you, sir; but you choose better for yourself, I find. 

Sir Fran. Out of my doors, you dog! you preteca to med- 
dle with my marriage, sirrah! 

Cha. Sir, I obey ; but—— 
Sir Fran. But me no buts—begone, sir! dare to ask me 


for money again — refuse forty thousand pounds! Out of 
my doors I say, without reply. Exit. Cha. 


Enter MARPLOT running. 


Mar. Ha! gone! is Charles gone, gardy ? 


Sir Fran. Yes, and I desire your wise worship to walk after 
him. 170 
Mar. Nay, egad I shall run, I tell you that. A pox of the 
cashier for detaining me so long! Where the devil shall I 


find him now? I shall certainly lose this secret, and 1 had 
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Where shall J find him nogo : 


rather by half lose my money 
Dye know where Charles is gone, gardy ? 
Sir Fran. Gone to the dewil, and you may y go after him". 
Mar. Ay that 1 will as fast as [| can. | Going, returns. ] 
Hawe you any commands there, gardy ? I[æExit. 
Sir Fran. What, is the fellow distracted? 


E ner Servant, 


Serv. Sir George Airy inquires for you, sir. 180 
Sir Fran. Desire sir George to walk up. — Now for a trial 
of skill that will make me happy and him a fool. Ha, ha, 
ha! In my mind he looks like an ass already, = 


Enter Sir GEORGE. 


Well, sir George, do you hold in the same mind, or would 
you capitulate ? ha, ha, ha! Look, here are the guineas. 
[ Chinks them.] ha, ha, ha! 9585 | | ” 
Sir Geo. Not if they were twice the sum, sir Francis, there- 
fore be brief, call in the lady, and take your post, 
Sir Fran. Agreed, Miranda! TE xit. 
Sir Geo, If she's a woman, and not seduc'd by witchcraft 
to this old rogue, I'll make his heart ache; for if she has 
but one grain of inclination about her PI vary a thousand 


_ but find it, 


Enter MIRANDA and Sir FRANCIS, 


Sir Fran. There, sir George, try your fortune. 
[T akes out his avatch, 


Sir Geo. So from the eastern chambers breaks the sun, dis- 


pels the clouds, and gilds the vales below. _ [Salutes her. 
Sir Fran, Hold, sir; kissing was not in our agreement. 
— — — — 
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382 
Sir Geo. Oh; that's by way of prologue. Pr'ythee, old 
mammon to thy post. | 299 
Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, 'tis now four exactly ; ten 
minutes, remember, 1s your utmost limit; not a minute more. 


| Rerires to the bottom of the stage. 
Sir Geo. Wada whether you'll excuse or blame my love, 


the author of this rash proceeding, depends upon your plea- 


sure, as also the life of your admirer; your sparkling eyes 
speak a heart susceptible of love, your vivacity a soul too de- 
licate to admit the embraces of decayed mortality. 

Miran. | Aide.) Oh! that 1 durst $peak —— 

Sir Geo. Shake off this tyrant guardian's yoke; assume 


yourself, and dash his bold aspiring hopes. The deity of his 


desire s is avarice, a heretic in love, and ought to be banish'd 


by the queen of beauty. See, madam, a faithful servant 
kneels, and begs to be admitted in the number of your 


Slaves. Miranda gives him her hand to raise him. 
Sir Fran. I wish I could hear what he says now.” [ Run- 

ning up.] Hold, hold, hold! no palming; that's "contrary 

to articles 
Sir Geo. *Sdeath, sir, keep your distance, or I'll write ano- 

ther article in your guts, [Lays his hand to his sword, 
Sir Fran, | G:ing back.] A bloody-minded fellow. 


Sir Geo. Not answer me! perhaps she thinks my address 


too grave: I'll be more free Can you be so unconscionable, 
madam, to let me say all these fine things to you without one 

single compliment in return? View me well; am I not a 
proper handsome fellow, ah? can you prefer that old, dry, 
wither'd, sapless log of sixty-five to the vigorous, gay, 
sprightly love of twenty-four ? With snoring only he'll 
awake thee, but I with ravishing delight would make thy 
senses dance in concert with the joyful minutes. Ha! not 
yet? „Sure she's dumb”—Thus would I steal and touch 
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thy beauteous hand, [Takes hold of her hand.) *till by degrecs 
I reach'd thy snowy breasts, then ravish kisses thus. 331 


[ Embraces her with ecstacy. 

Mira. Struggles and flings from him. ] Oh, heavens ! 1 

shall not be able to contain myself. [ Aside. 
Sir Fran. | Running up with his watch in his hand.] Sure she 


did not speak to him — There's five of the ten minutes 
gone, sir 'George——Adad, I don't like those close con- 


ferences 
Sir Geo. More interruptions you vil have it, sir! 
[ Lays his hand to his «word. 


Sir Fran. [ Going back.] No, no; you sha'n't have her 


neither. Aide. 


Sir Geo. Dumb still sure this old dog has enjoin'd her 
Silence. I'll try another way—*< I must conclude, madam, 
« that in compliance to your guardian's humour you refuse 
« to answer me. Consider the injustice of his injunction.“ 
Madam, these few minutes cost me a hundred pounds - and 
would you answer me I could purchase the whole day so. 
However, madam, you must give me leave to make the best 
interpretation I can for my money, and take the indication 
of your silence for the secret liking of my person; therefore, 


madam, I will instru& you how to keep your word inviolate 
to sir Francis, and yet answer me to every question : as for 


example, when I ask any thing to which you would reply in 
the affirmative, gently nod your head—thus, [Neds.] and 
when in the negative thus, [Shakes his head.] and in the 
doubtful, a tender sigh, thus, [S:ghs.] 

Miran. How every action charms me—but I'll fit him for 


signs I warrant him. wy Aude. 
&«& Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! poor sir George! ha ha, ha!” 
[ Avide. 


Sir Geo, Was it by his desire that you are dumb, madam, 
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to all I can say? [Miranda nods. Very well, she's tractable 
I find And is it possible that you can love him? [Miranda 
nos.) Miraculous! Pardon the bluntness of my questions, 


for my time is short. May I not hope to supplant him in 


your esteem? [Miranda 5$/7hs,] Good! she answers me as I 


could wish.—You'll not consent to marry him, then? [Mi- 


randa ig.] How! doubtful in that? Undone again 
Humph! but that may proceed from his power to keep her 
out of her estate, 'till twenty- five: I'll try that Come, ma- 
dam, I cannot think you hesitate in this affair out of any 
motive but your fortune let him keep it ' till those few years 
are expired; make me happy with your person, let him en- 
Joy your wealth. [Miranda holds up her hands.) Why, what 


Sign is that now ? Nay, nay, madam, except you observe my 


lesson I cann't understand your meaning. 

Sir Frau. What a vengeance! are they talking by ne? 
ad I ray be fool'd here. What do you mean, sir George? 
Sir Geo. To cut your throat, if you dare mutter another 
syllable. 7 — 378 
Sir Fran. Odd, I wish he were fairly out of my house 

Sir Geo. Pray, madam, will you answer me to the purpose? 
Miranda shakes her head, and points to sir Francis.] What 
does she mean ? she won't answer me to the purpose, or is 
she afraid you old cuff shou'd understand her signs? — ay, 
it must be that. I perceive, madam, you are too apprehen- 


sive of the promise you have made to follow my rules, there- 


fore I'll suppose your mind, and answer for you. —“ First 


« for myself, madam; that I am in love with you is an in- 
cc 


„ fallible truth.” Now for you. [Turns on her side.] © In- 


cc deed, sir! and may I believe it?“ 
66 


« As certainly, 
madam, as that *tis day light, or that I die if you persist 
in s1ilence.—PBless me with the musick of your voice, and 
* raise my spirits to their proper heaven. Thus low let me 
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« entreat ere I'm oblig'd to quit this place; grant me some 
« token of a favourable reception to Keep my hopes alive.” 
Arises hastily, turns on her side.] Rise, sir, and since my 
« guardian's presence will not allow me privilege of tongue, 
« read that, and rest assur'd you are not indifferent to me.“ 
OHers her a letter, she strikes it down. © Ha, right woman! 
« but no matter; I'll go on.” 

Sir Fran. Ha! what's that! aletter ! — Ha, ha, ha! thou 


art baulk'd. 401 


Miran. The best assurance I ever sa- — Aside. 
Sir Geo. Ha! a letter! oh! let me kiss it with the same 


raptures that I would do the dear hand that touch'd it. 


[Opens it.] Now for a quick fancy and a long extempore— 
What's here? [Reads.] Dear sir George! this virgin 
« muse I consecrate to you, which when it has receiv'd the 
« addition of your voice *twill charm me into a desire of li- 
« berty to love, which you, and only you, can fix.” My 
angel! oh, you transport me! [Kisses the letter.] * And see 
« the pow'r of your command, the god of love, has set the 
« verse already, the flowing numbers dance into a tune, and 
« I'm inspir'd with a voice to sing it. | 
Miran. I'm sure thou'rt inspir'd with impudence enough. 
| | | [ Asices 
Sir Geo. © Great love inspire him, 
5 « Say J admire him. 
« Give me the lover 
« That can discover 
« Jecret devotion | 
« From Silent moticn ; 420 
« Then don't betray me, 
But hence convey me. 
Sir Geo, [Taking hold of Miran.] “ With all my heart;“ 
this moment let's retire. [ Sir Fran, coming up hastily. 
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Sir Fran. The time is expir'd, sir, and you must take your 


leave. There, my girl, there's the hundred pounds which 
thou hast won, Go, ['Il be with you presently; ha, ha, ha, 


A | [ Exit Miran. 
Sir. Geo. Adsheart, madam, you won't leave me FI in the 
nick, will you ? | 490 


Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! she has nick'd you, sir - George, 1 | 
think; ha, ha, ha! Have you any more hundred pounds to 
throw away upon courtship ? ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Geo. He, he, he, he! A curse of your fleering jests ! 


—Yet, however ill I succeeded, ]'ll venture the same wager 


she does not value thee a spoonful of snuff nay more, 
though you enjoin'd her silence to me, you'll never make her 
speak to the purpose with yourself. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! Did I not tell thee thou wouldst re- 
pent thy money? Did I not Say She hated young fellows ? 
ha, ha, ha! | 

Sir Geo, And I'm 1 she's not in love with age. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! no matter for that, ha, ha! She's 


not taken with your youth, nor your rhetorick to boot; ha, 
ha, ha! 


Sir Geo. Whate' er her reasons are for disliking of me, I am 


certain she can be taken with nothing about thee. 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! how he swells with envy——Poor 


man! poor man !—ha, ha, ha! I must beg your pardon, sir 


George; Miranda will be impatient to have her share of 
mirth. Verily we shall laugh at thee most egregiously; 3 ha, 
ha, ha! 

Sir Geo. With all my heart, faith——1 shall laugh in my 
turn too for if you dare marry her, old Belzebub, you 
will be cuckolded most egregiously : remember that, and 
tremble q k | 
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« She that to age her beauteous self reigns, 

« Shews witty management for close designs; 

« T hen if thourt grac'd with fair Miranda's bed, 

« Adtaon's horns she means e crown th Y head. (Exit. | 


« Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha! he is mad. 461. 


« These flutt'ring fops imagine they can wind, 

* Turn and decoy to love all auomantind; 

« But here's a proof of wisdom in my charge, 

& Old men are constant, young men live at large. 

« The frugal hand can bills at sight defray, | 

« hen he that lavish is has naught to pays Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Changes to Sir JEALOUS TRAFFICK's house. 


Enter Sir IEALous, ISABINDA, and PATCH following. 


Sir Zeal. What, in the balcony again, notwithstanding my 
positive commands to the contrary :- Why don't you write a 
bill on your forchead to shew passengers there's Something 


to. be let! 3 471 


Jab. Wnat harm can there be in a little fresh air, sir? 
Sir Feal. Is your constitution so hot, mistress, that it wants 
cooling, ha? Apply the virtuous Spanish rules; banish your 
taste and thoughts of flesh, feed upon roots, and quench 
your thirst wich water. 
Lab. That and a close room would certainly make me die 
of the vapours. 5 
Sir Feal. No, mistress, "tis your high-fed, _ rambling, 
rampant ladies—that are troubled with the yapours ; *tis 
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your ratafia, persico, cinnamon, citron, and spirit of clara, 
cause such swimming in the brain, that carries many a 


guinea full-tide to the doctor: but you are not to be bred 
this way: no galloping abroad, no receiving visits at home, 


for in our loose country the women are as dangerous as the 
men. | 

Patch. So I told her, sir, and that it was not decent to be 
Seen in a balcony——but she threatned to slap my chops, and 
told me I was her servant, not her governess. 

Sir Feal. Did she so? but I'll make her to know that you 
are her duenna. Oh, that incomparable custom of Spain ! 


Why, here's no depending upon old women in my country— 


for they are as wanton at eighty as a girl of eighteen, and a 


man may as safely trust to AsgilPs translation as to his great 


grandmother's not marrying again. 


Lab. Or to the Spanish ladies? veils and duennas for the 


safeguard of their honour. | | 

Sir Feal. Dare to ridicule the cautious conduct of that 
wise nation, and Ill have you lock d up this fortnight with- 
out a peep-hole, 500 


Lab. If we had but the ads helps in England which 


they have in Spain, I might deccive you if you did“ Sir, 
« *tis not the restraint, but the innate principle, secures 
« the reputation and honour of our sex. Let me tell 
you, sir, confinement sharpens the invention, as want of sight 
strengthen the other senses, and is often more pernicious 
than the recreation that innocent liberty allows. 

Sir Jeal. Say you so, mistress! who the devil taught you 
the art of reasoning ? I assure you they must have a greater 
faith than I pretend to, that can think any woman innocent 


who requires liberty; therefore Patch, to your charge I give 


her; lock her up till I come back from Change. I shall 
have some sauntering coxcomb, with nothing but a red coat 
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and a feather, think by leaping into her arms to leap into 


my estate but PII prevent them; she shall be only signior 


Babinetto's. 5 516 
Patch, Really, sir, I wish you would employ any body else 
in this affair; I lead a life like a dog with obeying your 
commands. Come, madam, will you please to be locked up? 
Lab. Ay, to enjoy more freedom than he is aware of. 
LA.] | [ Exit with Patch. 
Sir Feal. I believe this wench is very true to my interest: 

I am happy I met with her; if I can but keep my daughter 
from being blown upon till signior Babinetto arrives, who 
shall marry her as soon as he comes, and carry her to Spain 
as soon as he has married her. She has a pregnant wit, and 


I'd no more have her an English wite than the Grand 


Signior's mistress. [ Exit. 


Enter Warns, 


Whisp. So, I saw sir Jealous 80 out: where shall I find 
Mrs. Patch now. | 530 


. PATCH. 


Patch. Oh, Mr. Whisper! my lady saw you out of the 
window, and order'd me to bid you fly and let your master 
know She's now alone. 

M hisp. Hush! speak softly! I go, I go! But hark ye, 
Mrs. Patch, shall not you and I have a little confabulation, 
when my master and your lady are engag'd ? | 

Patch. Ay, ay; farewell. [Ges in and Shuts the door. 


Re-enter Sir [JEALOUS TRAFFICK, meeting WHISPER. 
* 


Sir Zeal. Sure, whilst I was talking with Mr. Tradewell, I 
heard my door clap. [ Seeing Whisper.] Ha! a man lurking 
about my house ? Who do you want there, sir ? 
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Mhisp. Want—want; a pox! sir Jealous © What must L 


say now ? 


Sir Zeal. Ay, want; have you a letter or message for any 
body there O' my conscience, this is some he-bawd— 

Whisp. Letter or message, sir? i 

Sir Feal. Ay, letter or message, sir! 

 Whisp. No, not I, sir. 

Sir Feal. Sirrah, sirrah! I'll have you set in the stocks if 
you don't tell your business immediately. 

Ihisþ. Nay, sir, my business —is no great matter of busi- 
ness neither, and yet 'tis business of consequence too. 551 

Sir Feal. Sirrah, don't trifle with me. 

Whisp. Trifle, sir! have you found him, sir? 

Sir Zeal. Found what, you rascal ? 


 Whisp. Why, Trifle is the very lap-dog my lady lost, sir; 


1 fancy'd I saw him run into this house. I'm glad you 


have him—Sir; my lady will be overjoyed that I have found 


him. 


Sir Feal. Who is your lady, friend? 

Whisp. My lady Lovepuppy, sir. 

Sir Feal. My lady Lovepuppy, sir! then pr'ythee carry 
thyself to her, for I know of no other whelp that belongs to 
her; and let me catch you no more puppy-hunting about my 
doors, lest I have you prest into the service, sirrah. 

Il hisp. By no means, sir—Your humble servant. I must 
watch whether he goes or no before ] can tell my master. 


[ Exit . 
Sir Zeal. This fellow has the officious 1 of a pimp, and 


/ 


I half suspect a design; but I'll be upon them before they 


think on me, I warrant *em. I Exit. 
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SCENE 7II. 


CraRLEs's lodgings. Enter CHARLES and MARPLOT. 


Cha. Honest Marplot ! I thank thee for this supply. I 
expect my lawyer with a thousand pounds I have ordered 
him to take up, and then you shall be repaid. _ 

Mar. Pho, pho! no more of "ue. Here comes sir George 
Airy, 

| Enter Sir GzORGE. 
cursedly out of humour at his disappointment. See how he 
looks ! ha, ha, ha! | 
Sir Geo. Ah, Charles! I am so humbled in my pretensions 
to plots upon women, that I believe I shall never have cou- 
rage enough to attempt a chamber-maid again — I'II tell 
thee 580 
Cha. Ha, ha! I'll spare you the relation by telling you 


Impatient to know your business with my father, when I 


Saw you enter [| slipt back into the next room, where I over- 
heard every syllable. 

Mar. Did you, Charles ? I wich I had been with you. 

Sir Geo. That I said—but I'll be hang'd if you heard her 
answer—But pr'ythee tell me, Charles, 1s she a fool ? 

Cha. I never suspected her for one; but Marplot can in · 
form you better if you'll allow him a judge. 

Mar. A tool! Vil justify she has more wit than all the 
rest of her sex put together. Why, she'll rally me tiil I 
ha'n't a word to say for myself. . 

Cha. A mighty proof of her wit, tru! ly. 

Mar. There must be some trick in't, sir George: 5 egad 
I'll find it out if it cost me the sum you paid for't. 
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Sir Geo. Do, and command me 
Mar. Enough: let me alone to trace a secret— 


Enter Wu Is PER, and speaks aside to his master. 

The devil! he here again? damn that fellow, he never speaks 
out. Is this the same or a new secret? Jeu may speak out, 
here are none but friends. „ 600 

Cha. Pardon me, Mar plot, Hi a recvat: 

Mar. A secret ! ay, or ecod 1 would not give a e for it. 
Sir George, won't you ask Charles what news Whisper 
brings? 


Sir Geo. Not I, sir; 1 suppose it does not relate to me. 


Mar. Lord, Lord! how little curiosity some people have! 


Now my chief pleasure is in knowing every body's business. 


Sir Geo. I fancy, Charles, thou hast some engagement upon 


thy hands ? 

Mar. Hawe you, Charles? 

Hir Geo. I have a little business too. 

Mar. Hawe you, sir George! 

Sir Geo. Marplot, if it falls in your way to bring me any 
intelligence from Miranda, you'll find me at the Thatch'd- 
house at six. | 

Mar. You do me much honour. 
| Cha. You guess right, sir George; wish me success. 

Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. | Exit. 

Cha. Marplot, you must excuse me 

Mar. Nay, nay; what need of any excuse amongst fi tends ? 


I'll go with you. 621 


Cha. Indeed you must not. 


Mar. No; then I suppose *tis a duel, and I will go to se- 
cure you. 


Cha. Well, but 'tis no duel, consequently no danger; 


therefore, pe 'ythee be answer'd. 
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AX III. THE BUSY BODY. e 
Mar. What, | is't a mistress, then ?—Mum—you know 1. 
can be silent upon occasion. 
Cha. I wish you could be civil too : I tell you, you neither 
must nor shall go with me. Farewell. © [Exite- 
Mar. Why then I must and will follow you. [ Exit, 


— — 


— 


— — — 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Euter CHARLES. 


Charles. 


Werk, here's the house which holds the lovely prize, quiet 


and serene: here no noisy footmen throng to tell the world 
that Beauty dwells within; no ceremonious visit makes the 


lover wait, no rival to give my heart a pang. Who would not 


scale the window at midnight without fear of the jealous fa- 
ther's pistol, rather than fill up the train of a coquette, 
where every minute he is jostled out of place. | Knocks Sly. ] 
Mrs. Patch, Mrs. Patch! 


Enter Par oH. 
Patch. Oh, are you come, sir? All's safe. 


Cha. So in, in then. 10 


Enter MARPLOr. 


Mar. There he goes! Who the devil lives here? except I 


can find out that, I am as far from knowing his business as 
ever. Gad, I'll watch; it may be a bawdy-house, and he 


may have his throat cut. If there should be any mischief, I 
can make oath he went in. Well, Charles, in spite of your 
endeavours to keep me out of the secret I may save your life 
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| for aught I know. At that corner I'll plant myself! ! there mit, 
j 1 I shall see whoever goes in or comes out. Gad I love dis- 4 imm 
| f coveries. TS [Exic. I. 
| — 1 gem 
| thy! 
i SCENE 11, ; C 
'] | 3 than 
1 Draws, and discovers CHARLES, ISABIN DA, and P Aren. 3 ther. 
i [i Lab. Patch, look out sharp; have a care of dad. 20 haze 
1 j Patch. I warrant you. $ 
. I5ab. Well, sir, if I may judge your love by your courage, Y 5 Wl 
j I ought to believe you sincere, for you venture into the. lion” 8 ; the « 
l den when you come to see me. ; forg 
+ Cha. If you'd consent whilst the forloes beast is abroad, n 
il I'd tree you from the reach of his paws. f fath 


ny | Tab. That would be but to avoid one danger by running j the 
Wn. | into another, © like poor wretches who fly the burning ship: 
« and meet their fate in the water.” Come, come, Charles, 


1 I fear if I consult my reason, confinement and plenty is bet- 
1 ter than liberty and starving. I know you would make the 
Wt frolick pleasing for a little time, by saying and doing a world 


of tender things; but when our small substance is exhaust- 


, | | ed, and a thousand requisites for life are wanting, Love, who 
18 rarely dwells with Poverty, would also fail us. 
bs: Cha. Faith I fancy not; methinks my heart has laid up a 


stock will last for life, to back which I have taken a thou- 
sand pounds upon my uncle's estate; that surely will sup— 
= port us till one of our fathers relent. | 39 
4H lab. There's no trusting to that, my friend; I doubt your 
father will carry his humour to the grave, and mine till he 
| sees me settled in Spain. | 
(| Cha. And can you then cruelly resolve to stay til that 
| curs'd Don arrives, and suffer thar youth, beauty, fire, and 
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wit, to be sacrific'd to the arms of a dull Spaniard, to be 

immured, and forhid the sight of any thing that's human ? 
1:ab. No, when it comes to that extremity, and no strata- 


gem can relieve us, thou shalt list for a soldier, and Pll carry 
thy knapsack after thee. | PP” as 


Cha. Bravely resolv'd ! the world cannot be more Savage 
than our parents, and Fortune generally assists the bold, 
therefore consent now: why should slie put it to a future 
hazard? who knows when we shall have another oppor- 
tunity? 1 


Lab. Oh, you have your ladder of ropes 1 1 suppose, and 


the closet window stands just where it did; and if you ha'n't 


forgot to write in characters, Patch will find a way for our 


assignations. Thus much of the Spanish contrivance my 


father's severity has taught me, I thank him: though I hate 


the nation I admire their management in these affairs. 


Enter PaTcH. 


Patch. Oh, madam! I see my master coming up the! street. 
Cha. Oh, the devil! would I had my ladder now! I 


thought you had not expected him till night. Why, why, 
why, why, what shall I do, madam ? 5 
Jab. Oh! for Heaven's sake don't go that way ; you 1 
meet him full in the teeth. < Oh, unlucky moment!“ 
Cha. Adsheart! can you shut me into no o cupboard, nor 


ram me into a chest, ha ? 


Patch. Impossible, sir, he searches every hole in the 


house. 70 


{sab. Undone for ever! if he sees you 1 shall never see you 


more. | | * 


Patch, IJ have thought on it: run you to your chamber, 


madam; and, sir, come you along with me; I'm certain you 
may easily get down from the balcony. 
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the house I'd make mince meat of him 
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Cha. My life! adieu—Lead on, guide. 


| ; [Exeunt Patch and Charles. 
Lab. Ra preserve him | [ Exit. 


— — 


SCENE II. 


Changes to the street. Fnier Sir JeaLous, wwith Ma RPLOT 
| behind him. 


Sir Feal. J don't know what's the matter, but I have a 


strong suspicion all is not right within; that fellow's saun- 


tering about my door, and his tale of a puppy, had the face 
of a lie, methought. By St. lago, if 1 Should find a man in 


Mar. Mince Meat! Ah, poor Charles! how 1 $aveat for 
thee ! Egad he's old I fancy 1 might bully him, and make 
Charles have an opinion of my courage. Egad, I'll pluck up, 
and have a touch with him. 3 

Sir Feal. My own key shall let me in; T'll give them no 
Warning. [Feeling for his hey. 

Mar. What's that you say, sir? [ Going up to sir Jeal. 

Sir Zeal. What's that to you, sir: 

Mar. Ves, tis to me, sir, for the gentleman you threaten 
is a very honest gentleman. Look to't, for if he comes not 
as safe out of your house as he went in. 

Sir Jeal. What is he in, then! 

Mar. Yes sir, he is then; and ] say if he does not come out 1 


have half a dozen myrmidons hard by Shall beat your house 


about your ears. 


Sir Jeal. Ah! a combination to undo me—TP'll myrmidon 


you, ye dog you—Thieves ! thieves ! 
[ Beats Marplot all the while he cries 3 
Mar. Murder, murder! I was not in your house, sir. 100 


Turns quick upon him. 
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Enter Servant. 


Serv. What's the matter, sir? 
Sir Feal. The matter, rascal ! you have let a man into my 
house, but I'll flea him alive. Follow me; I'll not leave a 


mousehole unsearch'd. If I find him, by St. Iago I'Il equip 


him for the opera. 


Mar. A duce of his cane! there's no trusting to age 
What shall I do to relieve Charles? egad Ill raise the neigh- 


bourhood. —— Murder! murder !- Charles drops down upon 


him from the balcony.] Charles! faith I'm glad to see thee saſe 


out with all my heart ! 110 
Cha, A pox of your bawling! how the devil came you 


here? 


Mar. Egad i#'s very well for you that I was here; I have 
done you a piece of service: I told the old thunderbolt that 


the gentleman that was gone in was— 
Cha. Was it you that told him, sir? | Laying hold of him.] 


- ?*Sdeath ! I could crush thee into atoms. [Exit Charles. 


Mar. What! will you choke me for my kindness ?—WiIll 
my inquiring soul never leave searching into other people's 
affairs till it gets squeez'd out of my body? I dare not fol- 


low him now for my blood, he's in such a passion. — I'll to 


Miranda; if I can discover aught that may oblige sir George, 

it may be a n eans to reconcile me again to Charles. 

Sir Jeal. [within.] Leek about ! scarch! fand him out! | 
Mar. Oh, the devil! there's old Crabstick, again. [ Exit, 


Enter Sir |EALOUS and his servants, 


Sir Feal. Are you sure you have search'd every where? 
Serv. Ves, from the top of the house to the bottom. 
Sir Jeal. Under the beds and over the beds? 
Serv. Ves, and in them too, but found nobody, sir. 
G 
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46 THE BUSY BODY. A III. 
Sir Feal. Why, what could this rogue mean? — 130 


Enter Is aBIN DA and PATCH. 


Patch. Take courage, unn, I saw him safe out. 
[ Aide to Isab. 
Jab. Bless me! what's the matter, sir? 
Sir Zeal. You know best- Pray where s the man that was 
here just now ? _ 
Jab. What man, sir? I saw none. 3 
Patch, Nor l, by the trust you repose in me. Do you 
think IL would let a man come within these doors when you 
are absent? 
Sli Feal. Ah, patch! she may be too cunning for thy ho- 
nesty: the very scout that he had set to give warning disco- 
vered it to me- and threatened me with half-a-dozen myr- 
midons——but I think I maul'd the villain. These afflic- 
tions you draw upon me mistress! 
Lab. Pardon me, sir, *tis your own ridiculous humour 


draws you into these vexations, and gives every fool pretence 
to banter you, 


Sir Fea. No, *tis your idle conduct, your coquettish flirt⸗ 
ing into the balcony—Oh! with what joy Shall I resign thee 


into the arms of Don Diego Babinetto! _ | 
Hab. And with what industry shall I avoid him. [ 4sige. 
Sir Feal. Certainly that rogue had a message from some- 
body or other, but being baulk'd by my coming popp'd that 


sham upon me. Come along ye sots, let's see if we can find 


the dog again. Patch, lock her up, d'ye hear ? 


Patch. Ves, sir Ay, walk till your heels ache, you'll find 
nobody I promise you. 


Jab. Who could that Scout be which he talks of? 
Paich, Nay, I cann't imagine without it was Whisper. 
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47 
Lab. Well, dear Patch! let's employ all our thoughts how 

to escape this horrid Don Diego; my very heart sinks at his 

terrible ame. „ 
Patch. Fear not, madam; Don Carlo shall be the man, or 

I'Il lose the reputation of contriving, and then what's a 

chambermaid good for ? 

1 « Hab. Say*st thou so, my girl? then 

4 Let dad be jealous, multiply his cares. 
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23 cc Whilst love instrudts me to avoid the snares, 
Tul spite of all his Spanish caution show 


« How much for love a British maid can do.” Exeunt. 


' SCENE IV. 
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Sir Francis GRIPE' House. Enter Sir FRAN CIS and 
| | MiranDa meeting, | Þ 


Miran. Well, gardy, how did I perform the td scene? 

Sir Fran. To admiration— Thou dear little rogue! let me 
buss thee for it: nay, adad J will, chargy, so muzzle, and 
tuzzle, and hug thee; I will, ? faith I will. 
Hugging and kissing her. 

Miran. Nay, gardy, don't be so lavich. Who would ride 
post when the journey last for life? . 

Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah wag! I'll buss thee again 5 that. 
| Oh, I'm transported! When, when, my dear! wilt thou 
cConvince the world of the happy day? when shall we marry, 
= ha ? | ; . 
1 Miran. There's nothing wanting but your consent, sir I 
3 Francis. — 181 i 
Sir Fran, My consent! OF does my charmer mean? [ 
Miran. Nay, *tis only a whim ; but I'll have every thing | 
& according to form- therefore when you sign an authentick 
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paper drawn up by an able lawyer, that 1 have your leave to 
marry, the next day makes me yours, gardy, _ 

Sir Fran, Ba, ha, ha! a whim indeed! why, is it not de- 
monstration I give my leave when I marry thee ? 

Miran. Not for your reputation, gardy; the malicious 
world will be apt to say you trick me into marriage, and $0 

take the merit from my choice ; now 1 will have the a& my 
own, to let the idle fops see how much prefer a man loaded 
with years and wisdom. 

Sir Fran. Humph ! Pr 'ythee leave out years, chargy; I'm 
not so old, as thou shalt find. Adad Pm young: there's a 
caper for ye! [Jumps 

Miran. Oh, never excuse it; why, I like you the better for 
being old— but I shall suspect you don' t love me if you re- 
fuse me this formality, _ 199 

Sir Fran. Not love thee chargy ! Adad I do love thee better 
than, than, than, better than—what shall I say? egad better 
than money; i' faith I do A 


Miran. That's false Pm sure. [rider] To prove it do this 
then. 


Sir Fran. Well, I will do it, chargy, provided I bring a 


licence at the same time. 
Miran. Ay, and a parson too if you please. Ha, ha, ha! 
I cann't help laughing to think how all the young coxcombs 
about town will be mortified when they hear of our marriage. 
Sir Frau. So they will, so they will; ha, ha, ha 
Miran. Well, 1 fancy I shall be so happy with my gardy- 
Sir Fran. If wearing pearls and jewels, or eating gold, as 
the old saying is, can make thee happy, thou shalt be so my 


sweetest, my lovely, my charming, my—verily I know not 


what to call thee. 
Miran. You must know, gardy, that I am so eager to 


have this business concluded, that I have employed my wo- 
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man's brother, who is a lawyer in the Temple, to Settle mat- 
ters just to your liking ; you are to give your consent to my 
marriage, which is to vourself you know: but, mum, you 
must take no notice of that. So then I will, that is, with 


your leave, put my writings into his hands ; then to-morrow 


we come slap upon them with a wedding that nobody thought 


on, by which you seize me and my estate, and I suppose 


make a bonfire of your own act and deed. 


Sir F. Nay, but chargy, if 
Miran. Nay, gardy, no Ifs. Have I refus'd three north- 


ern lords, two British peers, and half a score knights, to have 


put in your Ifs? 


Sir Fran. So thou hast, indeed, and I will trust to thy 


management. Odd Pm all of a fire. 55 
Miran. Tis a wonder the dry «tubble does not blaze. 
[ Axide. 


Enter MARPLOT. 


Sir Fran. How now, who sent for you, sir? What's the 
hundred pound gone already ? 

Mar. No, sir; I don't want money now, gardy. 

Sir Fran. No, that's a miracle! but there” s one thing you 
want I'm sure. 


Mar. Ay, what's that ? 
Sir Fran. Manners ! What, had I no servants without ? 


Mar. None that could do my Wee guardian, which is 
at present with this lady. 

Miran. With me, Mr. Marplot! what is it I beseech you? 

Sir Fran. Ay, sir, what is it? any thing that relates to her 
may be delivered to me. 
Mar. I deny that. 

Miran, That's more than I do, sir, 


THE BUSY BODY. 
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Mar. Indeed, madam! Why then to proceed: Fame says, 
you know best whether she lies or not, that you and my most 
unconscionable guardian here design'd, contriv'd, plotted, and 
agreed, to chouse a very civil, honest, honourable gentleman 
out of a hundred pounds: Guilty or not? 

Miran. That I contriv'd it! 

Mar. Ay, you- you said never a word against it, so far 
you are guilty. 

Sir Fran. Pray tell that civil, honest, honourable gentleman, 
that if he has any more such sums to fool away, they shall 
be receiv'd like the last; ha, ha, ha! Chous'd quotha! But 
hark ye, let him know at the same time, that if he dare to 
report I trick'd him of it, I shall recommend a lawyer to him 
Shall shew him a trick for twice as much. D'ye hear ? tell 
him that. 261 

Mar. So, and this is the way you use a gentleman and my 
friend! 

Miran. Is the wretch dls ſricnd ? 

Mar. The wretch! look ye, madam, don't call names, 
egad I won't take it. 

Miran. Why, you won't dest me, will you ? Ha, ha! 

Mar. I don't know whether I will or no. | 

Sir Fran. Sir, I shall make a servant shew you out at the 
window if you are saucy. 

Mar. I am your most humble servant, guardian; $4 design 
to go out the same way I came in. I would only ask this 
lady one question, Don't you think he's a fine gentleman ? 

Sir Fran. Who's a fine gentleman ? 

Mar. Not you, gardy, not you! Don't you think in your 

Soul that sir George Airy is a very fine gentleman 7 

Miran. He dresses well. 


Sir Fran, Which is chiefly owing to his taylor and valet-de- 
chambre. 
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Mar. Well ! "and woho is your dress owing to, ha : ? There's a 
beau, na am. do but look at him! | 281 
Sir Fran. Sirrah / | | 

Miran. And if being a beau be a proof of his being a fin 1 
gentleman, he may be so, 
Mar. He may be co, Why, ma'am, the judicious part n 


world allow him wit, courage, gallantry, ay, and economy 


too, tho? I think he forfeited that character when he flung 
away a hundred pounds upon your dumb ladyship. 
Sir Fran. Does that gall him? Ha, ha, ha! 


Miran. So, sir George, remaining in deep discontent, has 


sent you, his trusty squire, to utter his complaint. Ha, ha, 
ha! 


y 


Mar. Yes, madam; and you, like a cruel hard-hearted | 


Jew, value it no more—than I wou'd your ladyship, were I 
sir George; you, you, ou 
Miran, Oh, don't call names: I know yeu love to be em- 


ployed, and UII oblige you, and you shall carry him a message 


from me. 
Mar. According as I like it. What is it ? 299 
Miran. Nay, a kind one you may be sure—First, tell him 
] have chose this e to have and to hold, and so forth. 
| La her hand into Sir Francis? 8. 
8 Much good may do you. 
- Sir Fran. Oh, the dear rogue? how I dote on her! [ Aside, 
Miran. And advise his Impertinence to trouble me no more, 
for I prefer sir F rancis for a husband before all the rad in 
the universe. 
Mar. Oh Lord, oh Lord! she's bewitched, that's certain. 


Here's a husband for eighteen Here's a tit-bit for a young lady 


Here's a shape, an air, and a grace — here's bones rattling in a 
leathern bag—[ Turning sir Francis about.] here's buckram and 
canvas to scrub you to repentance. 


AX III. 


Sir Fran. Sirrah, my cane shall teach you repentance pre- 
sently. 

Mar. No, faith, I have felt its twin brother from just such 
a wither'd hand too lately. 315 

Miran. One thing more ; advise him to keep frem the 
oarden-gate on the left hand, for if he dares to saunter there, 
about the hour of eight, as he us'd to do, he shall be saluted 
with a pistol or a blunderbuss. 

Sir Fran. Oh, monstrous ! Why, chargy, did he use to 
come to the garden- gate? | 

Miran. The gard'ner described just such another man that 
always watch'd his coming out, and fain would have brib'd 
him for his entrance Tell him he shall find a warm recep- 
tion if he comes this night. 
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Mar. Pistols and blunderbusses ! Egad a warm reception 


indeed! 1 shall take care to inform him of your kindness, and 
advise him to keep farther off. | 
Miran. J hope he will understand my meaning better than 


to follow your advice. Aside. 


Sir Frau. Thou hast sign'd, seal'd, and ta'en possession of 


my heart for ever, chargy, ha, ha, ha! and for you, Mr. 

Saucebox, let me have no more of your messages, if ever you 

design to inherit your estate, gentleman. | 
Mar. Why, there *tis now. 


you be not as arrant a cuckold as e'er drove bargain upon the 
Exchange, or paid attendance to a court, I am the son of a 
whetstone; and 80 your humble servant. [ Exit. 
Miran. Mr. Marplot don't forget the message: ha, ha, ha, ha 
Mar. Nang, nang, nang ! | 
Sir Fran. I am $0 provok'd— tis well he's gone. 
Miran. Oh, mind him not, gardy, but let's sign articles, 


and then — | my 
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Sure I shall be out of your 
clutches one day—Well, guardian, I say no more; but if 


Exit. 
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Sir Frau. And then Adad 1 believe I am metamorphos'd, 


my pulse beats high, and my blood boils, methinks 


Kissing and hugging her. 


Miras. Oh, fie, gardy ! be not so violent: consider the mar- 


ket lasts all the year. Well; PI in, and see if the lawyer be 


come: you'll follow? [ Exit. 
Sir Fran. Ay, to the world's end, my dear! Well, Frank, 


thou art a lucky fellow in thy old age to have such a delicate 
morsel, and thirty thousand pounds, in love with thee. I 
shall be the envy of bachelors, the glory of married men, and 


the wonder of the town, some guardians would be glad to 
compound for part of the estate at dispatching an heiress, 
but I engross the whole. O“ mii een referet i Jupiter 
annog. | [Exat. 


| SCENE < 


Changes to a Tavern, Aico wers Sir Gzoxos and C HARLES 
with avine before them, and WHISPER waiting, 
Sir Geo. Nay, pr'ythee, don't be grave, Charles: misfor- 
tunes will happen. Ha, ha, ha ! *tis some comfort to have 


a companion in our sufferings. 360 


Cha. I am only apprehensive for Isabinda; her father's 


humour is implacable ; and how far his jealousy may trans- 


port him to her undoing, shocks my soul to think. 

Sir Geo. But since you escap'd undiscover'd by him, his 
rage will quickly lash into a calm, never fear it. 

Cha. But who knows what that unlucky dog, Marplot, 
told him, nor can 1 imagine what brought him hither : that 
fellow is ever doing mischief; and yet, to give him his due, 


he never designs it. This is some blundering adventure 
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wherein he thought to shew his friendship, as he calls it! a 
curse on him! | 
Sir Geo. Then you must forgive him. What said he? 
Cha, Said! NAY I had more mind to cut his throat, than 
to hear his excuses. 
Sir Geo. Where is he? | 
_ Whisp. Sir, I saw him go into sir Francis Gripe' 8 just 
now. 
Cha. Oh! then he's upon your business, sir George: 
thousand to one but he makes some mistake there too. 
Sir Geo. Impossible, without he huffs the lady and makes 
love to sir Francis. 381 


Euter Draaver. 


| Draw. Mr. Marplot 3 is below, gentleman, and desires to 
know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. ; 

Cha. How civil the rogue is when he has done a fault ! 

Sir Geo, Ho! desire him to walk up. Pr'ythee, Charles, 

throw off this chagrin, and be good company. 

Cha. Nay, hang him, I'm not angry with him. Whisper, 
fetch me pen, ink, and paper. 

Whisp. Yes, sir. , [ Exit Whisper. 


| | Enter MarPLoT. 
Cha. Do but mark his sheepish look, sir George. 


Mar. Dear Charles ! don't overwhelm a man already under 
insupportable affliction. Pm sure I always intend to serve 
my friends, but if my malicious stars deny the happiness, is 


the fault mine ? 


Sir Geo. Never mind bin Mr. Marplot; he's eat up with = 


Spleen. But tell me, what says Miranda ? 
Mar. Says !—nay, we are all undone there too. 


Cha. I told you so; nothing prospers that he undertakes. 
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Mar. Why, can I help her having chose your father for 


better for worse? 400 


Cha. So; there's another of Fortune's strokes. I suppose 1 
shall be edged out of my estate with twins every year, let 
who will get *em. | 


Sir Geo. What ! is the woman really possess'd ? 


Mar. Yes, with the spirit of contradiction: she rail'd a at 


you most prodigiously. 
Sir. Geo. That's no ill sign. 


Enter WHIS PER wich pen, ink, a paper. 


Mar. You'd say it was no 0 good sign if you knew all. 

Sir Geo. Why, priythee ? 

Mar. Hark *e, sir George, let me warn you; pursue your 
old haunt no more; it may be dangerous. 

' [Charles gits down 70 avriter 

Sir Geo. My old haunt! what do you mean? 

Mar. Why in short then, since you will have it, Miranda 
vows if you dare approach the garden-gate at eight o'clock, 
as you us'd, you shall meet with a warm reception. 

Sir Geo. A warm reception! 


Mar. Ay, a very warm reception - you shall be saluted with 


a blunderbuss, sir. These were her very words: nay, she 


bid me tell you so too. 
Sir Geo. Ha! the garden gate at eight, as I us'd to do! 
There must be meaning in this. Is there such a gate, 
Mir. Ir there each @ gate, Charles? 
Cha. Yes, yes, it opens into the Park : 1. suppose her lady- 
chip has made many a scamper thro? it. 425 
Sir Geo. It must be an assignation then. Ha! my heart 
springs for joy; 'tis a propitious omen. My dear Marplot! 
let me e embrace thee; thou art my friend, my better angel. 
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Mar. What do you mean, sir George? 

Sir Geo. No matter what I mean. Here, take a bumper 
to the garden-gate, you dear rogue you! 
Mar. You have reason to be transported, sir George; I 
have sav'd your life. 

Sir Geo. My life! thou hast sav'd my soul, man. Charles, 


if thou dost not pledge this health, may'st thou never taste 


the joys of love. 

Cha. Whisper, be sure you take care how you deliver this. 
[ Gives him the letter.] Bring me the answer to my lodgings. 

Whisp. J warrant you, sir. - 

Mar. Whither does that letter go? Now dare not I ask 
for my blood hat fellow knows more Secrets than I do. 

[Exit Whisper. 

Cha. Now I'm for you. 

Sir Geo. To the garden-gate at the hour r.of eight, Charles: ; 
along ; huzza ! 

Char. I begin to conceive you. 445 

Mar. That's more than I do, egad—To the garden-gate, 
huzza! [Drizks.] But I hope you design to keep far enough 
off on't, sir George. 


Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never foar that; she shall see I despise 


her frowns; let her use the blunderbuss against the next 


fool; she sha'n't reach me with the smoke I warrant her; 
ha, ha, ha! | 


Mar. Ah, Charles! if you could receive a disappointment 
thus en cavalier, one should have some comfort in being beat 
for you. | 

Cha. The fool comprehends nothing. 


Sir Geo, Nor would I have him. Pr'ythee, take him 


along with thee. 
Cha. Enough. 


Sir Geo. 1 kiss both your hands—And now for the garden 
gate. 
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It's beauty gives the assignation there 461 
And love too powerful grows i admit of fear, | Exits 


Cha. Come, you shall go home with me. 

Mar. Shall 1! and are abe friends, Charles ] am glad of it, 

Cha. Come along. [Exit Charles. 

Mar. Egad, Charles' asking me to go home with him gives 
me a shrewd suspicion there's more in the garden-gate than 
I comprehend. Faith II give him the drop, and away to 
_ s and find it out. [ Exit, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


— — _—— 
1 


The 3 outside of Sir JzaLous TRAFFICK's House, PATCH Peeping 
| out of the door. Enter W HISPER. 


IWhisper. | 
Ha! Mrs. Patch, this is a lucky minute, to find you $0 
readily ; my master dies with impatience. 
Patch. My lady imagin'd so, and by her orders I have 
been scouting this hour in search of you, to inform you that 


Sir Jealous has invited some friends to supper with him to- 
night, which gives an opportunity to your master to make 


use of his ladder of ropes. The closet window shall be open, 


and Isabinda ready to receive him. Bid him come imme- 


diately. 

Vhisp. Excellent ! he'll not disappoint, I warrant him.— 
But hold, I have a letter here which I'm to carry an answer 
to. I cann't think what language the direction is. 

Patch. Pho! ?tis no language, but a character which the 
lovers invented to avert discovery—Ha ! I hear my old mas- 


ter coming down stairs; it is impossible you should have an 


— du 


. 
—— — — - 
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answer : away, and bid him come himself for that. Begone, 


we're ruin'd if you're seen, for he har doubled his care since 
the last accident. 


Whisz. 1 go, I. go. „ 
Patch. There, go thou into my pocket. [ Puts it beside and 
it falls down.) Now I'll up the back stairs lest I meet him 


| Well, a dexterous chambernund 1 is the ladies“ best utensil, 
I say. e 


Enter Sir Jealous, avith a letter in his hand. 


Sir Feal. So, this is some comfort; this tells me that Sig- 


nior Don Diego Babinetto 1s safely arrived. He shall marry 


my daughter the minute he comes—Ha, ha ! what's here ? 
[7 ates up the letter Patch dropp' d.] A letter! 1 don't know 


what to make of the superscription. I'll see what's within + 
side. [ Opens it. ]J-Humph—'tis Hebrew I think. What can 


this mean? - There must be some trick in it. This was cer- 


tainly design'd for my daughter; but I don't know that se 


can speak any language but her mother tongue. No matter 


for that; this may be one of Love's hieroglyphicks; and 1 
fancy I saw Patch's tail sweep by: that wench may be a slut, 


and instead of guarding my honour betray it. I'll find it 
out, I'm resolv'd “ Who's there? | 35 


& Enter Servant. 


„What answer did you bring from the gentleman I sent you 


« to invite? 
c Serv. That they'd all wait on you, sir, as I told you be. 


fore; but I suppose you forgot, sir. 


Sir Feal. Did I so, sir? but I sha'n't forget to break 
« your head if any of them come, sir. 


Serv. Come, sir! why, did not you send me to desire 


*. their company, sir? 
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e Fi Feal. But I send you now to desire their absence. 
« Say I have something extraordinary fallen out, which calls 
« me abroad contrary to expectation, and ask their pardon. b 
« and, d'ye hear, Send the butler to me. 

«© Serv. Yes, sir. | [EX 


„„ Pater Butler. 


ce Sir Feal. If this paper has a meaning I'll find it—Lay 

c the cloth in my daughter's chamber, and bid the cook 

« send supper thither presently. 51 
«But, Les, sir.— Hey- day whats the matter now ? 

[ Exit, 

& Sir Jeal. He wants the eyes of Argus that has a young 

&« handsome daughter in this town; but my comfort is I 


„ shall not be troubled long with her. He that pretends to 


e rule a girl once in her teens had better be at sea in a 
«« storm, and would be in less danger; 
& For let him do, or counsel all he can, 


& She thinks and dreams of nothing else but man.“ Ex. 


* 


SCENE II. 


IsaBinDA's Chamber, IS ABIN DA and PATCH. 


Lab. Are you sure nobody saw you speak to Whisper? 
Patch. Ves, very sure, madam; but I heard sir Jealous 
coming down stairs, so clapt his letter into my pocket. 
[Feels for the letter. 
Jab. A letter! give it me quickly. 

Patch. Bless me! what's become on't—I'm sure I put 
it— | [ Searching still. 
Tank. Ts it possible thou couldst be so careless ?—Oh, I'm 
undone for ever if it be lost. — : 


cc 
* — 


* 


n — « 
0s 4 we ee 3 


60 THE BUSY BODY. 


Patch. I must have dropt it upon the stairs. But why are 


you so much alarm'd? if the worst happens nobody can read 


it, madam, nor find out whom it was design'd for. 70 
Lab. If it falls into my father's hands, the very figure of 

a letter will produce ill consequences. Run and look for it 

upon the stairs this moment. | 

Patch, Nay, I'm sure it can be no where else — [As 5he 

is going out at the door meets the butler. How now, what do 

you want ? | | 


But. My master ordered me to lay the cloth here for 


supper. 
Tab. Ruin'd past redemption— 


Patch. You mistake, sure. What shall we do? 
Jab. I thought he expected company to- night Oh, pool 
Charles! oh, unfortunate Isabinda ! 


| C 


But. I thought so too, madam; but I suppose he has 


altered his mind. 
Lab. The letter is the cause. 
undone me. 


[ Lays the cloth, and exit. 


Fly and fasten the closet window, which will 


give Charles notice to retire. Ha! my father, oh confusion ! 


Enter Sir IEALous. 


Sir Jeal. Hold, hold, Patch; whither are you going ? I'Il 
have nobody stir out of the room till after supper. 

Patch. Sir, I was going to reach your easy chair oh, 
wretched accident! 91 


Sir Jeal. I'll have nobody stir out of the room. 1 don't 


want my easy chair. 
Jab. What will be the event of this ? [ A51de. 
Sir Feal. Hark ye, daughter, do you know this hand. 
Lab. As I suspected Hand, do you call it, sir? 'tis 
some schoolboy's scrawl. - 
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Patch. Oh, Invention ! thou chambermaid's best friend! 
assist me | 

Sir Feal. Are you sure you i don? t understand it ? 

[Patch feels in her bosom and chakes her coats. 

Jab. Do you understand it, sir? 100 

Sir Feal. I wish I did. 

Jab. Thank Heav'n you do not. [ dvide. ] Then I know no 
more of it than you do, indeed, sir. 


Patch, O Lord, O Lord: what have you Ae sir? why, 


the paper is mine; 1 dropped it out of my bosom. 
| [Suatching it from him. 
Sir Feal. Ha! yours, mistress? 
Lab. What does she mean by owning it 2” 
Patch. Yes, sir, it is. 
Sir Feal. What is it? Speak. 
Patch. Ves, sir, it is a charm for the oth uche have 
worn it these seven years; 'twas given me by an angel for 


aught I know, when I was raving with the pain, for nobody 


knew from whence he came nor whither he went, He charged 
me never to open it, lest some dire vengeance befall me, and 
Heaven knows what will be the event. Oh, cruel misfor- 


tune! that I should drop it and you should open it—If you 
had not open'd it 


Hab. Excellent wench !”? [Abide. 


Sir Feal. Pox of your charms and whims for me ! if that 


be all, 'tis well enough: there, there, burn it, and I warrant 
you no vengeance will follow. 5 TJ8 
Patch. So all's right again thus far. [ aide. 
Jab. I would not lose Patch for the world—T'll take cou- 
rage a little. ¶ 45:de.] Is this usage for your daughter, sir? 
must my virtue and conduct be suspected for every trifle ? 
You immure me like some dire offender here, and deny me 
all the recreations which my sex enjoy, and the custom of 
— 
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the country, and modesty,” allow; yet not content with 


that, you make my confinement more intolerable by your 
mistrust and jealousies. Would I were dead So I were free 
from this. 


Sir Feal. To-morrow rids you of this tiresome load : Don 
Diego Babinetto will be a and then my care > ends and 


his begins. 
Jab. Is he come then ?—Oh, how shall I avoid this hated 


marriage. | [ Aside. 


Enter Servants with Ar. 


gi Teal. Come, will you sit down ? 


Jab. J cann't eat, sir. | | 139 
Patch. No, I dare swear he has given her supper enough. 
I wish I could get into the closet. 5 [ Aside, 


Sir Feal, Well, if you cann't eat, then give me a song 
whilst do. 


Lab. 1 have such a cold I can scarce speak, sir, much less 
sing. How shall I prevent Charles coming in? [Acide. 


Sir Feal. J hope you have the use of your fingers, madam. 
TRY a tune upon your 3 whilst your woman sings me 


a song. 


Patch. I'm as much out of tune as my lady, if he _ 
| all.  [ Avide. 


15 I shall make excellent music. [Sits down to play. 

Patch. Really, sir, I am so frighted about your opening 
this charm that I cann't remember one song. 

Sir Zeal. Pish ! hang your charm ! ! come, come, sing any 
thing. : 1535 

Patch, Ves, I'm likely to sing truly. [ Avide.] Humph, 
humph! bless me! I cann't raise my voice, my heart 
panes so. 

Sir Feal. why, what does your heart pant so that you 
can n't play neither? Pray what key are you in, ha? 
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Patch. Ah, would the key was turn'd on you once. 
[ As:de 
Sir Feal. Why don't you sing, I say? 
Patch. When madam has put her no in tune, Sir; 
humph, humph _ 
Lab. I cannot, play, sir, whatever ails me. [Ricing, 


Sir Zeal. Zounds! sit down and play 1 me a tune, or I'll 


break the spinnet about your ears. 


Tab. What will become of me? [ Sits down and plays. 
Sir Feal. Come, mistress. [To Patch. 
Patch. Yes, sir. [ Sings, but herridly out of tune. 


Sir Feal. Hey, hey ! why, you are a-top of the house, and 
you are down in the cellar. What is the meaning of this ? 


is it on purpose to cross me, ha ? 


Patch. Pray, madam, take it a little lower; 1 cannot reach 


* 


that note nor any note, I fear. 175 
Lab. Well, begin — Oh, Patch, we shall be discover'd. 
Patch. I sink with apprehension, madam.—Humph, 

humph—[Sings.] Charles opens the closet door. 
Cha. Music and singing! 


"Tis thus the bright celestial court above 
| Beguiles the hours with music and with love. 


Death! her father there! [The women shriet.] then I must 


fly—[ Exit into the closet.] [ Sir Jealous ries up Toad Seeing 
Charles lip back into the closet. 
Sir Jeal. Hell and furies! a man in the closet Fi 
Patch. Ah! a ghost! a ghost! - He must not enter the 


closet Isabinda throws Herself down before the closet door as 


in a $W001. | 


Sir Feal. The devil! I'll make a ghost of him I warrant 
„Neu. [ Strives to get by. 


Patch. O, hold, sir, have a care; you'll tread upon my 
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Tady—Who waits there? bring some water. Oh! 


comes of your opening the charm. Oh, oh, oh, oh! 


[Wreeps alta. 
Here hes the charm 


Sir Feal. Il charm you, housewife. 
that conjur'd this fellow in, I'm sure ont. 
rascal, do so. 


Come, out, you 
Zounds! take her from the door, or Þ il 
spurn her from it, and break your neck down stairs. 


Jab. He's gone; 1 heard him leap down. [ Aside to Patch, 
Patch. Nay then, let him enter“ Here, here, madam, 


« smell to this: come, give me your hand; come nearer to 
« the window; the air will do you good.” 201 


Sir Feal. I would she were in her grave. Where are you, 


sirrah? Villain! robber of my honour! I'II pull you out of | 


your nest. [Goes into the closet. 


Patch. You'll be mistaken, old gentleman 3 the bird " Wo 


flown. 
I5ab. I'm glad I have escap'd s. so well; 
in earnest with the fright. 


Re-enter Sir JEALOUS out of the closet. 

Sir Feal. Whoever the dog were he has escaped out of the 
window, for the sash is up: but tho” he is got out of my 
reach, you are not. And first, Mrs. Pander, with your 
charms for the tooth-ache, get out of my house, go, troop ; 
yet hold, I'll see you out of my doors myself; but [ll secure 
your charge ere I go. 

Dab. What do you mean, sir; was she not a creature of 
your own providing ? 

Sir Teal. She was of the devil's providing for ought I 
know. 

Patch, What have I done, sir, to merit your displeasure ? 

Sir Feal. I don't know which of you have done it, but you 
shall both suffer for it, till I can discover whose guilt it is. 
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Go, get in there; I'll move you from this side of the house. 
[ Pushes Isabinda 7in at the door and locks it, puts the key in his 
pocket.] I'll keep the key myself; I'll try what ghost will get 
into that room: and now ſorsooth I'll wait on you down 
Stairs. | | 

Patch. Ah, my poor lady! — Down stairs, sir! but I 


won't go out, sir, till I have lock'd up my clothes. 


Sir Feal. If thou wert as naked as thou wert born, thou 


should'st not stay to put on a smock. Come along, I say. 


When your mistress is marry'd you shall have your rags and 
every thing that ee to you; but till then 
[ Exit N ber o out. 
Patch. Oh, barbarous usage for nothing? 


| Re-enter at the lower end. 


Sir Feal. There, go, and come no more within sight of my 


[ Slaps the door after here 
Patch. Did ever £.any body See such an old monster! 


Enter CHARLES. 


Oh, Mr. Charles! your affairs and mine are in an ill 


Ne, 
| Cha. I am inur'd to the frowns: of fortune; but What has 


befall'n thee? $40 


| Patch. Sir Jealous, whose suspicious nature is always on the 


watch, nay, even while one eye sleeps the other keeps cen- 


tinel, upon sight of you, flew into such a violent passion, 
that I cou'd find no stratagem to appease him, but in spite 
of all arguments lock'd his daughter into his own apart- 
ment, and turn'd me out of doors. | | 

Cha. Ha! Oh, Isabinda! 


Patch, And swears she shall see neither sun nor moon till 


of 
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43 I. 
she is tim Diego Babinetto's wite, who arrived last night, 
and is expected with impatience. -* = YO 


_ Cha. He dies; yes, by all the wrongs of have, he shall: 


here will I plant myself, and through my breast he shall 
make his passage, if he enters. 
Patch. A most heroic resolution! there might be ways 


found out more to your advantage: policy i is often r 
to open force. 
Cha. 1 apprehend you not. 


Patch. What think you of personating this Spaniard, im- 


posing upon the father, and ee your mistress by his 
own consent? 

Cha. Say'st thou so, my angel! Oh, cou'd that be done, 
my life to come would be too short to recompense thee: but 


how can I do that when I neither know what ship he came 
in, nor from what part of Spain, who recommends him, or 


how attended. | | 

Patch. I can solve all this. He is from Madrid, his fa- 
ther's name Don Pedro Questo Portento Babinetto. Here's 
a letter of his to sir Jealous, which he dropt one day. You 
understand Spanish, and the hand may be counterfeited. 
You conceive me, sir. 270 
Cha. My better genius! thou hast reviv'd my drooping 
soul. I'll about it instantly. Come to my lodgings, and 
we'll concert matters, [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


S ENTWELL Waiting within, Enter Sir 


GEORGE AIRY. 


A garden-gate open. 


Sir Geo. So, this is the gate, and most invitingly open. If 
there should be a blunderbuss here now, what a dreadful ditty 
would my fall make for fools, and what a jest for the wits : 
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bow my name would be roar'd about the streets! Well, I'II 


venture all. 
Scent. Hist, hist! sir George Airy— [Enters 
Sir Geo. A female voice! thus far Pm safe—My dear. 
Scent, No, I'm not your dear, but II conduct you to her. 
Give me your hand; you must go thro' many a dark passage 
and dirty step before you arrive— 
Sir Geo. I know I must before I arrive at paradise; there- 
fore be quick, my charming guide. 


Scent, For W you . Come, come, your h hand, and 


away. 


Sir Geo. Here, here, chil; you cann't be half 50 swift as 


my desires. ( Ereunr. 


— 


SCENE IT. 


7 he house. Enter MiRAaNnDa. 


Miran. Well, let me reason a little with my mad self. 


Now, don't I transgress all rules to venture upon a man 


without the advice of the grave and wise! But then a rigid, 
knavish guardian who would have marry'd me to whom? 


even to his nauseous self, or nobody. Sir George is what I 
have try'd in conversation, inquir'd into his character, and 
am satisfied in both. Then his love! who would have given 


a hundred pounds only to have seen a woman he had not in- 
finitely lov'd? So I find my liking him has furnish'd me 
with arguments enough of his side; and now the only doubt 
remains whether he will come or no. 300 


* 


Enter ScENTW ELI 4 Sir GEORGE. 


Scent. That's resolv'd, madam, for here's the knight. 
[ Exit Scentwell. 
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Sir Geo. And do I once more behold that lovely object 


whose idea fills my mind, and forms my pleasing dreams! 
Miran. What, beginning again in heroicks !—Sir George, 
don't you remember how little fruit your last prodigal ora- 
tion produc'd ? Not one bare single word in answer. 

Sir Geo. Ha! the voice of my incognita! - Why did you 


take ten thousand ways to e a heart your eyes alone 


had vanquish'd? 


Miran. Pr'ythee,“ no more of these lights; %, for ur 


« time's but short, and we must fall to business. Do you 
think we can agree on that same terrible bugbear matrimony, 
without heartily repenting on both sides? 


Sir Geo. It has been my wish since first my longing eyes 


beheld you. „ 1 
Miran. And your happy ears drank in 1 the en news 
J had thirty thousand pounds. 
« Sir Geo. Unkind! did [| not offer you in those purchas'd 


minutes, to run the risk of your fortune, so you wou'd but 


« Secure that lovely person to my arms? 

„Miran. Well, if you have such love and tenderness, 
« since our wcoing has been short, pray reserve it for our 
„future days, to let the world see we are lovers after wed- 
lock; 'twill be a novelty.”? 


Sir Geo. Haste then, and let us tie the knot, and prove the 


envy'd pair | 
Miran. Hold, not so fast; J have provided better than to 
venture on dangerous experiments headlong—My guardian, 
trusting to my dissembled love, has given up my fortune to 
my own disposal, but with this proviso, that he to-morrow 
morning weds me. He is now gone to Doctors Commons 
for a licence. — „ 332 
Sir Geo, Ha! a licence! | 
Miran. But I have planted emissaries that infallibly take 
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him down to Epsom, under a pretence that a brother usurer 


of his is to make him his executor, the thing on earth he 
covets. 

Sir Geo, Tis his known character. 

Miran. Now my instruments confirm him this man is dy- 
ing, and he sends me word he goes this minute, It must be 
to-morrow ere he can be undeceiv'd : that time 1s ours. 

Sir Geo. Let us improve it then, and settle on our coming 
years endless, endless ha appiness. _ 55 

Miran. I dare not stir till I hear he's on the road then 


J and my Writings, the most material point, are soon re- 


mov'd. 

Sir Geo. I have one favour to ask: if it lies in your power 
you wou'd be a friend to poor Charles; tho' the son of this 
tenacious man, hie is as free free from all his vices as nature 
and a good education can make him; and what now I have 


vanity enough to hope will induce you, he is the man on 
earth] love. 


Miran. I never was lis enemy, and only put it on as it 


help'd my designs on his father. If his uncle's estate ought 
to be in his possession, which I shrewdly suspect, I may do 


him a singular piece of service. 
Sir Geo. You are all goodness. 


Enter SCENTWELL-. 


Scent, Oh, madam | my master and Mr. Marplot are just 
coming into the house. DOD 

Miran. Undone, undone ! if he finds you here in this crisis 
all my plots ate unravell'd. _— | 361 

Sir Geo. What shall I do? cann't 1 ge back into the 
garden? 

Scent, Oh no! he comes up those stairs. 

K 


70 THE BUSY BODY, Ad IV. 


Miran. Here, here, here! can you condescend to stand be- 
hind this chimney- board, sir George ? 


Sir Geo, Any where, any where, dear madam! without 
Ceremony. 


Scent. Come, come, Sir, lie clove 
[ T hey put him behind the anno: lara 


Enter Sir FRA N IS and an Sir FRANC1S peeling an 
orange. 


Sir Fran. I could not go, tho? 'tis upon life and Jeath, 


witheat taking leave of dear chargy. Besides, this fellow 


buzz'd into my ears that thou might'st be so desperate as to 


shoot that wild rake which haunts the e garden. gate, and that 


would bring us into trouble, dear 
Miran, So, Marplot brought you back then ? 
Mar. Yes, 1 brought him back. 
Miran. Im oblig*d to him for that l'm sure. 


[ Frowning at Marplot aide, 


Mar. By her looks she means she's not oblig'd to me. I 
have done some mischief now, but what JI cann't imagine, 


Sir Fran. Well, chargy, I have had three messengers to 


come to Epsom to my neighbour Squeezum's, who, for all 
his vast riches, is departing. | [gs 
Mar. Ay, see what all you usurers must come to. 
Sir Fran. Peace, you young knave! Some forty years hence 


I may think on't—But, chargy, I'll be with thee to-morrow _ 
before those pretty eyes are open; I will, I will, chargy, I'II 


Touse you i'faith— Here, Mrs. Scentwell, lift up your lady's 


chimney-board, that I may throw my peel in, and not litter 
her chamber. 


Miran. Oh my stars! what will become of us now? 390 


Scent, Oh, pray, sir, give it me; I love it above all things 


in hatute, indeed I do. 
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Sir Fran. No, no, hussy; you have the green pip already; 
P11 have no apothecary's bills. [ Goes towards the chimney, 
Miran. Hold, hold, hold, dear gardy ! I have a, a, a, a, a, 


monkey shut up there, and if you open it before the man 
comes that is to tame it, *tis so wild *twill break all my china 


or get away, and that would break my heart; for I'm fond 
on't to distraction, next thee, dear gardy ! 
| | ; [In a flattering fone. 
Sir Fran. Well, well, chargy, I won't open it; she shall 
have her monkey, poor rogue! Here, throw this peel out of 


the window. [Exit Scentwell. 


Mar. A monkey! dear madam, let me see it; I can tame 
a monkey as well as the best of them all. Oh, how I love the 
little miniatures of man! _ 

Miran. Be quiet, mischief! and stand farther from the 
chimney—You shall not see my monkey - why sure 

[ Striving abith him. 


Mar. For Heav'n's sake, dear madam ! let me but peep, 


to see if it be as pretty a as lady Fiddle Faddle's. Has it got 


a chain? | 410 


Miran. Not yet, but I deaigh it one shall last its lifetime. 
Nay, you shall not see it. Look, gardy, how he teazes 
me! . 

Sir Fran. Ta between him and the chimney.) Sirrah, 
sirrah, let my chargy's monkey alone, or bamboo shall fly 
about your ears. What! is there no dealing with you? 

Mar. Pugh, pox of the monkey! here's a rout ! I wish he 


may rival you. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, they have put two more horses to the coach, as 
you order'd, and *tis ready at the door. 


Sir Fran, Well, I am going to be executor; better for 
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thee, jewel: Bye, chargy ; one buss 1 m glad thou hast 
got a monkey to divert thee a little. 


Miran. Thank'e, dear gardy !- Nay, I'll see you to the 


coach. | 
Sir Fran. That's kind adad. 
Miran. Come along, Impertinence. _ [70 Marplot. 
Mar, [Stepping Lack] Egad, I will see the monkey now. 
[ Lifts up the beard, and discovers 5ir George, ] O Lord! O 
Lord! Thieves! thieves ! murder! 430 
Ser Geo. Damn ye, you unlucky dog! 'tis I. Which way 
Shall get out? Shew me instantly, or I'll cut your throat. 
Mar. Undone, undone! At that door there. © But hold, 
hold; break that china, and”—1'll bring you off, [ Ee runs 


off at the corner, and throws 2. some chi na. 


Re-enter Sir FR AN CIS, MIRAN DA, and SCENTWELL. 


Sir Fran. Mercy on me! what's the matter ? 
Miran. O, you toad! what have you done? 


Mar. No great harm; I beg of you to forgive me. Long 
ing to see the monkey, I did but just raise up the board, and 


it flew over my shoulders, scratch'd all my face, broke you? 


china, and whisked out of the window. 


Sir Fran. Where, where is it, 5irrah ? 

Mar. T here, there, sir Francis, fon your neighòcur Parma- 
zan”s pantiles. | 

Sir Frau. Was ever such an unlucky rogue ! Sirrah, for- 


bid you my house. Call the servants to get the monkey 


again. Pug, pug, pug ! I wou'd stay myself to look it, but 
that you know my earnest business. 

Scent, Oh, my lady will be best to lure it back: all them 
creatures love my lady extremely. 450 

Miran. Go, go, dear gardy! I hope I shall recover it. 

Sir Fran. Bye, bye, deare | Ah, Mischief! how you look 
now! Bye, b'ye. [ Exit, 
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Miran. Scentwell, see him in the coach, and bring me 


word. 
Scent. Ves, madam. [ Ext, 
A Miran. So, sir, you have done your friend a Signal piece 


1 of service, | suppose. 
Mar. Why, look you, madum, if I have committed a fault, 


Who could divine your weaning: when you talk'd of a blun- 
derbuss, who thought of a rendezvous ? and when you talk'd 
of a monkey, who the devil dreamt of sir George ? 

Miran. A sign you converse but little with our sex, When 
you cann't reconcile contradictions. 1 


Enter ScENTWELL. 
Scent, He's gone, madam, as fast as the coach and six can 
carry him— __ EE | 


Eater Sir GEORGE, 

Sir Geo. Then I may appear. 469 

Mar. Here's Pug, ma'am———Dear sir George! make my 
peace. On my soul | zever zocu you for a monkey before. 

Sir Geo. I dare swate thou Gidst not. Madam, I beg you 
to forgive him. | 

Miran. Well, sir George, if be can be secret. 

Mar. *Odsheart, madam ! I'm as Secret as a priest, when 
trusted. | | 

Sir Geo. Why, *tis with a priest our business is at present. 

Scent. Madam, here's Mrs. Isabinda's woman to wait on 
you. 85 

Miran. Bring her up. 


Enter PATCH. 
How do ye, Mrs. Patch? What news from your lady ? 


thank yourself; no man is more serviceable when I am let 
into a secret, and none more unlucky at finding 1t out. 
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Patch. That's for your private ear, madam. Sir George, 


there's a friend of your” s has an urgent occasion "ou your 
assistance. 


Sir Geo. His name. 

Patch. Charles. 

Mar. Ha! then there's something a- foot that I know no- 
thing of. I'll wait on you, sir George. 

Sir Geo. A third person may not be proper, perhaps. 
As soon as I have dispatched my own affairs I am at his 


service. }ll send my servant to tell him I'll wait on him in 


half an hour. | | 5 492 
Miran. How came you employ'd in this message, Mrs. 
Patch? | 


Patch. Want of business, madam ; I am discharged by my 
master, but hope to serve my lady still. 


Miran. How discharg'd! you must tell me the whole 


Story within. 

Patch. With all my heart, madam. 

Mar. Tell it here, Mrs. Patch, Pish, Pox! I wish I were 
fairly out of the house. I find marriage 1s the end of this 
Secret; and now I am half mad to know what Charles wants 


him for. 2 Ms [ Avide. 


Sir Geo. Madam, I'm doubly press'd 'by love and friend- 


Ship. This exigence admits of no delay. Shall we make 


Marplot of the party ? 

Miran. If you'll run the hazard, sir George; ; 1 believe he 
means well. 

Mar. Nay, nay; for my part, I desire to be let into no- 
thing; I'll be gone, therefore pray don't mistrust me. [ Going. 

Sir Geo. So, now he has a mind to be gone to Charles, “but 
« not knowing what affairs he may have upon his hands at 
« present“ —-l'm resolv'd he sha'n't stir. No, Mr. Marplot, 
vou must not leave us; we want a third person. 
[7 akes hold of him 
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Mar. I never had more mind to be gone in my life. 
Miran. Come along then ; if we fail in the voyage, thank 
yourself for taking this ill-starr'd gentleman on board. 


Sir Geo. That wvessel ne&er can unsuccessful prove, 
M hose freight is beauty, and whose pilot's love. 
[Exit sir George and Miranda. 
Mar. Ty ti, tyti ti. | [Steals off the other WAY: 


Re-enter Sir GEORGE, 


Sir Geo. Marplot ! Marplot ! 521 
Mar. [ Entering. ] Here! 1 was coming, sir | George: Lord, 
cann't you let one tye up one's garter. eee. 


. 


Enter MIRAN DA, PATCH, and SCENTWELL. 


Miranda. 


Wer, Patch, I have done a strange bold thing; my fate is 
determin'd, and expectation is no more. Now to avoid the 
impertinence and roguery of an old man, I have thrown my- 
self into the extravagance of a young one; if he should de- 
spise, slight, or use me ill, there's no remedy from a husband 


but the grave, and that's a terrible sanctuary to one of my 


age and constitution. 

Patch, O! fear not, madam; you'll find your account in 
sir George Airy; it is impossible a man of sense should use 
a woman ill endued with beauty, wit, and fortune. It must 
be the lady's fault if she does not wear the unfashionable 


name of wife easy, when nothing but complaisance and good 
humour is requisite on either side to make them happy. 
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Miran. ] long till I am out of this house, lest any accident 


should bring my guardian back. Sceutwell, put my best 


jewels into the little casket, slip them into thy pocket, and 
let us march off to sir Jealous's. 
Scent. It shall he done, madam. 
Patch. Sir George will be impatient, madam. If their 
plot succeeds we sball be well receiv'd; if not, he will be 
able to prote& us. Besides, | long to know how my young 


lady fares. 


Miran. Farewell old Mammon, and thy detested walls! 


"Twill be no more sweet sir Francis! I shall be compelPd 


the odious task of dissembling no longer to get my own, and 
coax him with the wheedling names of my precious, my dear, 
dear gardy ! O Heav'ns! 


Enter 3 FRANCIS behind. 


Sir 8 Ah, my sweet chargy ! don't be frighted. [She 
starts.] but thy poor gardy has been abus'd, cheated, fool'd, 
betray'd ; but nobody knows by whom. 30 

Miran. Undone, past redemption ! [ diide, 

Sir Fran. What! won't you speak to me, chargy ? 

Miran. IJ am so surpris'd with joy to see you I know not 


what to say. 


Sir Fran, Poor dear girl! But do you know that my son, 
or some such rogue, to rob or murder me, or both, con- 
triv'd his journey; for upon the road J met my neighbour 
Squeezum well, and coming to town. 


Miran. Good lack! gocd lack! what tricks are there in 
this world! 


Enter SCENTWELL with a eee n in FO band, not 


Seeing Str FRANCIS. 


Scent, Madam, be pleas'd to tie this necklace on, for I 
cann't get into the— 
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[ Seeing sir Francis. 
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Miran. The wench is a fool I think! cou'd you not have 


carried it to be mended without putting it in the box! 8 


Sir Fran. What's the matter? 
Miran. Only, dearee! I bid her, I bid her—Your ill usage 
has put every thing out of my head. But won't you go, 


gardy, and find out these * and have them punish'd ? 


and, and— | 49 

Sir Fran. Where should I look for them, child? no, I'II 
sit me down contented with my safety, nor stir out of my 
own doors till I go with thee to a parson. 

Miran. Aide. If he goes into his closet I am uind. 
Oh, bless me! in this fright I had forgot Mrs. Patch. 

Patch. Ay. madam, and I stay for your speedy answer. 

Miran. | Aside.] I must get him out of the house. Now 
assist me, fortune! 

Sir Fran. Mrs. Patch! I profess I did not see you: how 
dost thou do, Mrs. Patch? Well, don't you repent leaving 
my chargy ? 

Patch, Yes, every body must love her—but I come now 
Madam, what did I come for? my invention is at the 
last ebb. - [ Aide to Miranda. 
| Sir Fran. Nay, never whisper, tell me. 

Miran. She came, dear gardy! to invite me to her lady? 8 
wedding, and you shall go with me, gardy ; *tis to be done 
this moment, to a Spanish merchant. Old sir Jealous keeps 
on his humour; the first minute he sees her the next he 


marries her.. | 69 


Sir Frau. Ha, ha, ha, ha 4 d go if 1 thought the sight of 
matrimony would tempt chargy to perform her promise.— 


There was a smile, there was a consenting look, with those 


pretty twinklers, worth a million! 'Ods- precious! I am 


happier than the Great Mogul, the Emperor of China, or 


L 
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all the potentates that are not in wars. Speak, confirm it, 
make me leap out of my skin. 

Miran. When one has resolv'd, tis in vain to stand shilly- 
chally. If ever I marry, positively this is my wedding- day. 

Sir Frau. Oh! happy, happy man- Verily I will beget a 
son the first night shall disinherit that dog Charles. I have 
estate enough to purchase a barony, and be the immortalizing 
the whole family of the Gripes. 

Miran. Come then, gardy, give me thy hand; let s to this 

house of hymen. 

My choice is f d, let bt or ill betide. 
Sir Fran. The joyful bridegroom I, 


Miran. And 1 the happy bride. Exeunt. 


— 
2 — 


SCENE II. 


Enter Sir JEALOUS, meeting a Servant, 


| Serv, Sir, here's a couple of gentlemen inquire for you: 


one of them calls himself Signior Diego Babinetto! 89 


Sir Feal. Ha! signior Babinette ! admit 'em instantly—— 
joyful minute; PH have my daughter marry'd to- night. 


Enter CHARLES in a Spanish habit, with Sir GEORGE | 
| dressed like a merchant. 


Sir Feel. Senhor, beso las manos : vuestra merced es muy 


bien venido en esta tierra. | 
Cha. Senhor, soi muy humilde, y muy obligado cryado de 


vuestra merced: mi padre embia a vuestra merced, los mas 


profondos de sus respetos; y a commissionado este mercadel 
Ingles, de concluyer un negocio, que me haze el mas dischoss 
hombre del mundo, haziendo me su yerno. 

Sir Jeal. J am glad on't, for 1 find I have lost much of my 


Act V. 
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, f Spanish. Sir, I am your most humble servant. Signior Don 
Diego Babinetto has informed me that you are commissioned 
by signior Don Pedro, Qc. his worthy father 
Sir Geo. To see an affair of marriage consummated between 
a daughter of your's and signior Diego Babinetto his son here. 
True, sir, such a report is repos'd in me, as that letter will 
inform you. I hope *twill pass upon him. [ Acide. 

7 [ Gives him a letter. 

„ Sir Feal. Ay, tis his hand. [ Seems to read, 

: Sir Geo. Good, you have counterfeited to a nicety, Charles. 


| [ J5ide to Charles. 
Cha. If the whole plot succeeds as well 'm happy. 
Sir Feal. Sir, I find by this that you are a man of honour 
and probity ; I think, sir, he calls you Meanwell. 
Sir Geo. Meanwell is my name, sir. 
Sir Jeal. A very good name, and very significant. - 
Cha. Yes, faith, if he knew all. | [ Asides 
Sir Feal. For to mean well is to be honest, and to be ho- 
nest is the virtue of a friend, and a friend is the delight and 
Support of human society. 
Sir Geo. You shall find that I'll discharge the part of a 
friend in what I have undertaken, sir Jealous, 119 
Cha. But little does he think to whom. | Aide. 
Sir Geo. Therefore, sir, must intreat the presence of your 
fair daughter, and the assistance of your chaplain; for 
signior Don Pedro strictly enjoined me to see the marriage 
9 rites performed as soon as we should arrive, to avoid the ac- 


f 4 _ cidental overtures of Venus, 
7 Sir Feal. Overtures of Venus. 

7 Sir Geo. Ay, sir; that is, those little hawking females that 
3 traverse the Park and the playhouse to put off their damag'd 
|: ware—they fasten upon foreigners like leeches, and watch 
S their arrival as carefully as the Kentish men do a shipwreck: 

| 


3] I warrant you they have heard of him already. 
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Sir Feal. Nay, I know this town swarms with them. 
Sir Geo. Ay, and then you know the Spaniards are natu- 
rally amorous, but very constant; the first face fixes 'em; 


and 1t may be very ans to let him ramble ere he 1s tied. 
Cha. Well hinted, 


Sir Feal. Pat to my purpose Well, sir, there is but one 


thing more, and they shall be married instantly. 
Cha. Fray Heaven that one 88 more don't spoll all. 
. [Aside. 
Civ Teal. Don Pedro writ me word, in his last but one, 
that he design'd the sum of five thousand crowns by way of 
jointure for my daughter, and that it should be p63 into my 
hand upon the day of marriage 
Cha. Oh, the devil! [ Aziae. 
Sir Feal. In order to lodge it in some of our funds in case 
She should become a widow and return for England 
Sir Geo. Pox on't! this is an unlucky turn. What shall I 
Say ? e 
Sir Jeal. And he does not mention one word of it in this 


letter. 


| | 15 
Cha. I don't know how he should. [ Aside. 


Sir Geo. Humph ! True, sir Jealous, he told me such a 


thing, but, but, but, but—he, he, he, he—he did not imagine 


that you would insist upon the very day; for, for, for, for 


money, you know, is dangerous returning by sea, an, an, an, 
AN —— 
Cha. Zounds ! say we have brought it in commodities. 
[Aide to sir Geo. 
Sir Goa: And so, sir, he ba sent it in merchandize, tobacco, 
sugars, spices, lemons, and so forth, which shall be turned 


into money with all possible expedition: in the mean time, 
sir, if you please to accept of my bond for performance 


Sir Zeal. It is enough, sir; Jam so pleased with the coun- 
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tenance of signior Diego, and the harmony of your name, 
that I'll take your word, and will fetch my daughter this 
moment. Within there. [Eater cer vant. ] Desire Mr. Tackum, 
my neighbour's chaplain, to walk hither. 


Serv. Yes, sir. | Exit. 
Sir Feal. Gem lemen, I'll return in an instant. Exit. 


Cha. Wondrous well! let me embrace thee, 

Sir Geo, Egad, that five thousand crowns had like t to have 
ruined the plot. 

Cha. But that's over; and it F ortune throws no more rubs 
in our way | | 


Sir Geo. Thou'lt carry the prize——But hist ! here he 
comes, 175 


Enter Sir JEALOUS dragging in ISABINDA. 


Sir Teal. Come along, you stubborn Rt you ! come 
along. 
Lab. Oh! hear me, sir, hear me but speak one word; 
Do not destroy my everlasting peace; 
My soul abhors this Spaniard you have chose, 
Nor can I wed him without being e curst.“ 
Sir Feal. How's that! 
Irab. Let this posture move your tender nature. [ Kyezl., 
For ever will I hang upon these knees, 
Nor loose my hands till you cut off my hold, 
If you refuse to hear me, sir. 
Cha. Oh! that I could discover myself to her! Aide. 
Sir Geo. Have a care what you do: you had better trust to 


his obstinacy. : (of vides 
Sir Feal. Did you ever see such a perverse slut? Off, I say. 
Mr. Meanwell, pray help me a little. 191 


Sir Geo. Rise, madam, and do not disoblige your father, 
who has provided a husband worthy of you, one that will 
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love you equal with his soul, and one that you will love, when 
once you know him. | 


Lab. Oh! never, never! 
Could I suspect that falshood in my heart, 


I would this moment tear it from my breast, 


And straight present him with the treach*rous part. 
« Cha. Oh! my charming, faithful dear!  [ Avid. 
Sir Zeal, Falshood! why, who the devil are you in love 
with ? Don't provoke me, for by St. lago 1 Shall beat you 


housewife. 


Cha. Heaven forbid! for I shall infallibly discover myself 
if he should. | 

Sir Geo, Have patience, madam, and look at him: 1 will 
ye prepossess yourself against a man that is master of all the 
charms you would Jene in a husband. 

Sir Feal. Ay, look at him, Isabinda. Senhora pase vind 
adelante. | | 210 

Cha. My heart bleeds to see her grieve whom I imagined 
* would with j joy receive me. Senhora obligue me vuestra 


bo merced de sa mano. 


Sir Jeal. [ pulling up her head.] Hold up your had hold up 
your head, hussy, and look at him. Is there a properer, hand- 


somer, better shaped fellow in England, ye jade you? Ha! 
see, see the obstinate baggage shuts her eyes; by St. Iago I 
have a good mind to beat *em out [ Pushes her down. 


Lab. Do then, sir, kill me, kill me instantly; 
Tis much the kinder action of the two, 


For 'twill be worse than death to wed him. 


Sir Geo. Sir Jealous, you are too passionate. Give me 
leave PII try by gentle words, to work her to your purpose. 


Sir Feal. I pray do, Mr. Meanwell, I pray do; she'll break 


my heart. [Yeeps.)] There is in that jewels of the value of 
three thousand pounds, which were her mother's, and a paper 


Act 


whe 


and 


: gel 


> "io 


A V. | THE BUSY BODY. ne | 
| wherein I have settled one half of my estate upon her now, 
and the whole when I die, but provided she marries this 
_ gentleman, else by St. Iago I'll turn her out of doors to beg 
or starve. Tell her this, Mr. Meanwell, pray do. . 
[alls off. 
Sir Geo. Ha! this is Had cxpetiation=Trut to me, sir, 
I'll lay the dangerous consequence of disobeying you; at this 
juncture before her I warrant you. 
Cha. A sudden joy runs through my heart like a pro- 
* pitious omen.” | [Avage, 
Sir Geo. Come, nds; do not blindly cast your life W 
just in the moment you would wish to save it. | 
Lab. Pray cease your trouble, sir; I have no wish but 
Sudden death to free me from this hated Spaniard. If you 
are his friend, inform him what I say; my heart is given to 
another youth, whom [I love with the same strength of passion 
that J hate this Diego, with whom, it I am forced to wed, 
my own hand shall cut the Gordian knot. | 
Sir Geo. Suppose this Spaniard, which you strive to hun, 
should be the very man to whom you'd fly ? 
Jab. Ha! 1 | | | 
Ser Ges. Would you not blame your rash resolve, and curse 
your eyes that would not look on Charles? 5 
1:26. On Charles! « Oh! you mov inspired new lifes 
* and collected every wandering sense.“ Where is he? oh! 
let me fly into his arms. | EE | [ Rives. 
Sir Geo. Hold, hold, hold. *Sdeath ! madam, you'll ruin 
all. Your father believes him to be signior Babinetto. Com- 
pose yourself a little, pray madam. | He runs to sir Jealous, 
Cha. Her eyes declare she knows me, [ 45ide. 
Sir Geo. She begins to hear reason, sir; the fear of being 
turned out of doors has done it. [ Runs back to Isabinda. 
Lab. Tis he! Oh my ravish'd soul! 


- —— — — —— oo — 
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Sir Geo. Take heed, madam, you don't betray yourself. 
Seem with reluctance to consent, or you are undone. | Runs 10 


air Jealous.] Speak gently to her, sir; I'm sure She'll 8 
I see it in her face. 


Sir Feal. Well, Isabinda, can you reſuse to bless a father 


whose only care is to make you happy, as Mr. Meanwell has 
informed you ? Come, wipe thy eyes; nay, pr'ythee do, or 
thou wilt break thy father's heart. See, thou bring'st the 


tears in mine, to think of thy UNGUUINLE car riage to me. 
[ Weep. 


| Lab. Oh, do not weep, sir! 1! your tears are like a poignard | 
to my soul. Do with! me what yon Peg 1 am all obe- 


onde. 270 
NY Jeal. Ha! then thou art my child again, 
Sir Geo. Tis done, and now, friend, the day's thy own. 
Cha. The happiest of my life, if nothing intervene. 
Sir Feal. And wilt thou love him? 
Tab. I will endeayour it, sir 


| Enter Servant. 
Serv. She here is Mr. Tackum. 


Sir Feal. Shew him into the parlour.—Senhor tome e vind 


sueipora; cette momento les junta les manos. 


[Gives her to Charles. 
Cha. Oh transport! Senhor, yo la recibo como se 
deve un tesoro tan grande. « Oh! my joy, my life, my 
« Soul!” = Embrace. 


„Lab. My faithful, everlasting comfort!“ 
Sir Jeal. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the parson, 
Who, by his art, will join this pair for life, 
Make me the nnen father, her the e wife, 
baren. 


Pp | — | | Ret 
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SCENE 11 


| Changes to the Street kefors Sir Je arous' 5 door... Enter 
MarPLOT solus. | 


Mar. I have hunted all over the town for Charles, but 


cann't find him, and by Whisper 8 scouting at the end of 

the street, I suspect he must be in the house again. I am 
informed too that he has borrowed a Spanish habit out of 
the ee what can it mean? 


Enter a Servant of 917 JeaLous' s to bim out f the house, 


Hark” e, sir, do you belong to this house? 


Serv. Yes, sir. 

Mar. Iin't your name Richard? 

Serv. No, sir, Thomas. | 

Mar. Oh, ay, Thomas —Well, Thomas, ther 14 billing for you, 

Serv. Thank you, Sir. 291 
Mar. Pray, Thomas, can you tell if there be a gentleman 

in it in a Spanish habit ? 
| Serv. There's a Spanish gentleman within that is s just 


| 3 to marry my young lady, sir. 


Mar. Are you sure he is a Spanish gentleman? 
Serv. P'm sure he Speaks no English that I hear of. 
Mar. Then that cann't be him I want, for 'tis an Eng- 


lish gentleman that I inquire after; he may be dressed like a 


Spaniard for ought I know. _ 5 
Serv. Ha! who knows but this may be an impostor ? PI 
inform my master, for if he should be ip pos d upon, he'll 


beat us all round. Aide. Pray come in, sir, and see if 


this be the person you inquire for, | 
Mar. Ay, PII follow you—Noa for it. [Exeunt, 


% 
* 


M 
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SCENE III. 1 


Changes 10 the inside of a house, E nter MARPLOT and oben 


Serv. Sir, pleas? to Stay here, [ 4 rend my master to you. 


pn, Exit. 
Mar. So, this was a good contrivance. If this be Charles 
now, he will wonder how [ found him out. 


e Ser vant hed Sir JeaLous. 


A Jeal. What is your earnest business, blockhead 1 that 


you must speak with me > beſore the Feremonny” 5 pant? ? Ha! 


who's this ? 


Serv. Why this 8 sir, wants another gentleman 
in a Spanish habit, he says. 


Sir Zeal. In a Spanish habit! 'tis some friend of Signior 


Don Diego s, I warrant. Sir, your Servant. 
Mar. Your servant, Fir. 


netto. 
Mar. Sir! 


Git Fal. Lay, I Suppose you would peak with zignior 
Babinetto. 1 180 .. 


Mar. Hey day! — the devil does he Ry now sir, I. 
don't understand you. | 


Sir Feal. Don't you understand Spaniah, sir ? 
Mar. Not I indeed, sir? | 
Sir Feal. 1 thought you had known signior Babinetto. 
Mar. Not I, upon my word, sir. 
Sir Jeal. What then, you'd speak with his friend, the Eng- 
lish merchant, Mr. Meanwell ? 
Mar. Neither, sir, not I; I don't mean any such 5 thine: 


Str Feat I suppose you would peak with e Babi- 
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Sir Juul. Why, who are you chen, sir? and what do you | 


want ? [ In an angry tone. 
Mar. Nay, nothing at all, not I, sir. Pox on him! I wish 
I u were out; he begins to exalt his voice; I shall be beaten 
again. | | 


Sir Feal. Nothing at all, sir! Why then, what business | 


have you in my house? ha! 
Serv. You said you” wanted a gentleman | in a Spanish 
habit. e 


Mar. Why, ay, but kils name is neither Babinetto 1 nor 


Meanwell. 
Sir Feal. What is his name then, Sirrah ? Ha! now I look 
at you again, I believe you are the rogue that threatened me 
with half-a-dozen myrmidons — 


Mar. Me, ir ! I never saw your . in all my l. ife before. 

Sir Feal. Speak, sir, who is it you look for? or, or— _ 

Mar. A terrible old dog !—Why, sir, only an honest young 
fellow of my acquaintance—l thought that here might be a 


ball, and that he might have been here in a masquerade. 
*Tis Charles, sir Francis Gripe's son, because I knew he 5 


used to come hither sometimes. 
Sir Feal. Did he $0 ?——not that I know of, I'm sure. 


Pray Heav'n that this be Don Diego Ii I should be trics'd 


now Ha! my heart misgives me plaguily—— Within there! 
stop the marriage — Run, sirrah, call all my servants! Il 
be satisfied that this is signior Pedro s son ere he has my 
daughter. 

Mar. Ha! sir George! what have I done now? 


Enter Sir GEORGE with a drawn Sword between the scenes. 


Sir Geo, Ha! Marplot here oh, the unlucky dog—What 8 


the matter, sir Jealous? 
Sir Feal. Nay, I don't nom the matter, Mr. Meanwell. 


x 
? 
| 
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Mar. Upon my soul, sir George — [Going up to sir Geo. 

Sir Jeal. Nay then, I'm betray'd, ruin'd, undone.— 
Thieves, traitors, rogues ! Le to go in.] Stop the mar- 


riage, 18ay— 


Sir Geo. I say, go on, Mr. N Nay, no entering 
here; I guard this passage, old ee the act and deed 
were both your < own. and LY See 'em men's, or die for't. 


E nter Servant 


Sir Jeal. A pox on the act and deed F all on, knock him 
down. 


Sir Geo. Ay, come on, <coundrels! 1 1 prick your jackets 


for you. 
Sir Tees. Zounds ! sirrah, I'll be reveng'd o on you. 


[Bears Marplot. 


Sir Geo. Ay, there your vengeance is due. Ha, ha! 


Mar. Why, what do you beat me for? | ba n't marry d 
your daughter. 


Sir Feal. Rascals! why don't you knock him FRO 


Serv. We are afraid of his sword, sir; if you'll take that 


from him, we'll knock him down presently. 


Zarer CHARLES and ISABAX DA. 


Sir Teal, Seize her then. 


Cha. Rascals! retire; she's my wife; touch her if you © 


dare ; I'll make dog's meat of you. 
Mar. A, PI make dog's meat of you, ratcal. 
Sir Jeal, Ah! g downright Englich—Oh, oh, oh, oh! 


Enter Sir Francis 8 Mix AN DA, Par ck, SCENT- 


WELL, and WHISPER, 


Sir Fran. Into the house of joy we enter without knocking 
Ha! I think it is the house of sorrow, sir Jealous. 
Sir Feal, Oh, sir Francis, are you come? What! was 
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this your contrivance, to abuse, trick, and chouse me out of 
my child. 
Sir Fran. My contrivance! what do you mean? 
Sir Jeal. No, you don't know your son there 1 in a Spanish 
habit 
Sir Fran. How! my son in a Spanish habit! Sirrah, you'll 
come to be hang'd. Get out of ants 3 ye wb get out of 
| my sight. 
Sir Feal. Get out of your sight, sir! get out with your bags. 
Let's see what you'll give him to maintain my daughter on. 
Fir Fran. Give him! he shall never be the better for a 
penny of mine——and you might have look'd after your 
daughter better, sir Jealous. Trick'd quotha! Egad I 
think you design'd to trick me: but look ye, gentlemen, & 
believe I shall trick you both. This lady is my wife do you 
see, and my estate shall descend only to the heirs of her body. 
Sir Geo. Lawfulliy begotten by me—1 shall be extremely 
obliged to you, sir Francis. 
Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha, ha! poor sir 8 you see your 
: project was of no use: does not your hundred pounds stick 
in your stomach! ha, ha, ha! ; 
Sir Geo. No faith, sir Francis, this lady has given me a 
cordial for that. [Takes her by the hand. 
Sir Fran. Hold, sir, you have nothing to say to this lady. 
Sir Geo. Nor you nothing to do with my wilt, sir. 
Sir Fran. Wife, sir! | 
Miran. Ay, really, guardian, "tis even so. 1 hope you'll 
forgive my first offence. | 
Sir Fran. What, have you chous'd me out of my consent 
and your writings then, mistress, ha?? 
Miran. Out of nothing but my own, guardian. 
Sir Jeal. Ha, ha, ha! 'tis some comfort at least to See 
you are over-reach'd as well as myself. Will you settle 
your estate upon your son now? 
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Sir Fran. He shall starve first. 


Miran. That I have taken care to prevent. There, sir, are 


the writings of your uncle's estate, which have been your 
due these three years. [ Gives Charles papers. 
Cha, I shall study to deserve this favour. 
Mar. Now, Horb the devil could She get those writings and 1 
know nothing of it. 


Sir Fran. What, have you robb'd me : too; mistress! egad 


I'll make you restore 'em—hussy, I will so. 


Sir Jeal. Take care I don't make you pay the arrears, sir. 
*Tis well *tis no worse since 'tis no better. Come, young 
man, seeing thou hast outwitted me, take her, and bless you. 


both! 

Cha. I hope, sir, you'll beste your ls too; *tis all 
IA | | | | [Aneels, 
Mar. Do, gardy, do. | 

Sir Fran. Confound you all! [Exit. 


Mar. Mercy upon us, how he looks! 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha! ne'er mind his curses, Charles; 
thou'lt thrive not one jot the worse for em. Since this gene 
tleman is reconciPd we are all made happy. 


Sir Feal. I always lov'd precaution, and took care to avoid 


dangers; but when a A was pat, 1 ever had  philozophy 
to be easy. 


Cha. Which is the true Sign of a great soul. I lov'd your 


5 daughter, and she me, and you shall have no reason to repent 


her choice. | 
Lab. You will not blame me, sir, ſos loring my own coun- 
try best. 


Mar. So here's every body happy I find but poor Pilgar- 
lick. I wonder what satisfaction I shall have for being cuff'd, 
kick'd, and beaten in your service! 

Sir Jeal. J have been a little too familiar with you as 
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things a are fallen out 3 but since there's no help for” t, you 

must forgive me. 
Mar. Egad I think s0—but provided that you be not so 
familiar for the future | 

Sir Geo. Thou hast been an \ unlucky rogues. 

Mar. But very honest. 

Cha. That I'll vouch for, and freely forgive thee, 

Sir Geo. And I'll do you one piece of service more, Mar- 
plot; PI take care that Sir F _ make you master of your 
estate. 

Mar. That will ke me as happy a as any of you. 

Patch, Your humble servant 1 leave to remind you, 5 
madam. | 

Icab. Sir, I hope you'll give me leave to take Patch into 
_ favour again. 

Sir Teal. ow: let your husband look to that; I have done 
with my care. 

Cha. Her own liberty shall always oblige me. Here's 
« nobody but honest Whisper and Mrs. Scentwell to be pro- 
« yided for now. It shall be left to their choice to marry or 
keep their services. 
cc IT bisp. Nay then, I'll Hick to my master. 

« Scent. Coxcomb! and I prefer my lady before a footman. 
46. Hir Teal. Hark, I hear the music; the fiddlers smell El 
« wedding. What Say you, young fellows, will you have a 
« dance? 

« Sir Geo. With all my heart; call em in?? 4 dance 

Sir Feal. Now let us in and refresh bs with a cheer- 
ful glass, in which we'll bury all animosities: and 


By my example let all parents move, 
And never strive to cross their childrens? 1 | 
But still Submit that care 10 Providence above. 
[Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


IN me you 5ee ane Busy Body more, 


J you may have enough of one before. 
With Epilogues, the Busy Body's way, 


We strive to help but sometimes mar a play. 


At this mad sessions, half condemn'd ver try'd, 


Some in three days have been turn'd off and yd. 
In spite of parties, their attempts are vain, 
For like false prophets they ne er rise again: 


Too late when cast your favour one beseeches, 
And Epilogues prove execution speeches. 
Yet sure I 5py no Busy Bodies here, 


And one may pass since they do ev*ry where. 


Sour criticks, time, and breath, and censures waste, 
And balk your pleasures to refine your taste; 


One busy Von ill-tim*d high tenets preaches, 
Another yearly shews himself in speeches ; 


Some snivling cit would have a piece for spite, 


To 5tarve those warriors who 50 b;'avely fight, 

Still of a foe upon his knees afraid. yn po 
Whose ærell- bang'd troops want money, heart, and bread ; 
Old beauxs, who none, not een themselves can please, 
Are busy still for nothing—but to tease ; 


The young, 50 busy to engage a heart, 


The misc hief done are busy most to part 


_ Ungrateful wretches ! who still cross one's will, 


2 


When they more 1 might be busy still. 
One to a husband who ne er dream d of horns 


Shews how dear spouse with friend his brows aderus; 


7% officious tell-tale fot (he should repent it) 


Parts three kind souls that liv'd at peace contented : 


Some with law quirks gets houses by the ears, 


With physick one what he would heal impairs: 
Like that dark mop*d-up fry, that nighb"ring curse, 
Who to remove lowe's pains bestow a worse. 

Sznce then this meddling tribe infest the age, 

Bear one a while expos d upon the stage; 


Let none but Busy Bodies went their spite, 


And with good Humour pleasure crown the night. 
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